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OT ABTOPA 


Ha sojive, B NbIAM NOXxOgHO:, 
B aeTHuit 3HO 4 B XOAO,a 
Ayame HeT MpocToi, npupogrHot — 
M3 Koaoguya, 43 mpyda, 
U3 tpy6n1 Bogonposognoii, 
M3 KonbirHoro caeaa, 
U3 pexu, Kakoit yroguo, 
V3 py4pa, 3-040 abga, — 
Ayue HeT BOAbI XOAOAHOH, 
Anmb Boga 6p1aa 6 — Boga. 


Ha soiline, B 6nity cyposom, 

B Tpy4Hom 2xu3Hu 60eB0H, 

Ha cuery, 104 xBoitHBIM KpoBoM, 
Ha cToauKe moaesoit, — 

Ayume Her mpocToiit, 340posoii, 
Ao6pot numu ppoutosoi. 


BaxKHO TOABKO, 4TOGBI nloBap 
Bata. 651 NOBap — MapeHb CBon; 
YTo6n WHcAMACA HeAapoM, - 
Uro6 noguac we cnaa HOoWeH, — 
Aub 6btAa 6 ona c HaBapoM 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


When the dust of war blows bitter, 
When it’s hot or cold as hell, 
Nothing’s nicer, nothing’s sweeter— 
From the spring or from the well, 
From the faucet or from Nature, 
From the hoof-track in the dell, 
From the river, any river, 

From the pool in winter’s spell — 
Than a drink of pure fresh water; 
If it’s water, then all’s well. 


In the stress and strain of wartime 
When the going’s getting tough, 

On the snow, beneath the ail ine, 
Out on bivouac, sleeping rou . 

What can beat that good old front-line 
Food, and who can have enough! 


But your Cook must know his onions, 
Yes, your Cook must know his stuff; 
Always busy, never dreaming, 

Never dozing on the job, 

Serving soup all hot and steaming, 


Ala 6p1aa GpI c MbIAy, C Kapy — 
Tlogo6pei, noropsueit; 

Yro6 natu B AlObylo Apaky, 
Cuay 4yBcTByA B TAedax, 
Boapoctb 4yBCcTByS. 

OaqHako 

Ajeao TyT He TOADKO B ax. 


Kutp 6e3 MHUK MOXKHO CyTKH, 
MoxHo 6o0Abmie, HO NOpoH 

Ha Bone OA”HOM MHHYTKH 

He nmpoxutTp 6e3 npnOayTKu, 
IlytKu camo Hemy pon. 


He npoxutTs, kak 6e3 MaxopKu, 
Or 6om6exKH JO Apyrou 
Be3 xopomei norosopKku 
Van npuckKa3ku KaKOH, — 


Bes te6a, Bacuanii Tepxun, 
Baca Tepkuy — Moi repoi, 

A sBcero “Horo Nyuye 

He npoxutTb HaBepHaAka— 

bes uero? bes npapapi cyujen, 
IIlpapabi, 1pxMo B Ayuly ObwijeH, 
Zja 6ptaa 6 ona Noryuye, 

Kak 651 HH ObIAa TOpbKa. 


Uro « euje?.. MW sce, nomaayi. 
CaosoM, KHuHra po bona 
Bes wayaaa, 6e3 KOH. 


Ilouemy tak—6e3 Hayaaa? 
Iloromy, uro cpoKy MaaAo 
Haunnatb ee CHadaaa. 


Ilouemy xe 6e3 KonIa? 
Ilpocro *aaKO MOAOATa. 


C nepsBplx Ave roqMHBI TrOpbKOH, 
B Taxkuit uac 3eMAM pOAHOii 


So that you can swear you’ve never 
Tasted better Army grub: 

Leaves you fit to fight forever, 

Fit to tackle anything; 

Fit as twenty men— 

However 

Soup is not the only thing. 


Without any food inside you, 

You can march a day and thrive; 
But without your mates beside you, 
And no stories to delight you, 

It’s a problem to survive; 


Without baccy for the smoking 
When it’s “AM Clear!” for a time; 
Without eens: without joking, 
(Hey, pass this one down the line!); 


Without you, Vassili Tyorkin, 
Vasya Tyorkin, hero mine. 

But you just can’t go on living 
Without one thing most of all. 
What is that? The truth, arriving 
Harsh, relentless, undeceiving, 
Soulwards mercilessly driving, 
Bitter though it be as gall. 


Finally, it needs explaining 
Why this soldier’s book was penned— 
No beginning and no end. 


Why, you'll ask me, no beginning? 
Well, there was no time for spinning 
All this yarn from the beginning. 


Why is it without an end? 
So that we can spare our friend. 


From the first days of affliction, 
In the homeland’s hour of grief, 
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He wyta, Bacuaukt Tepxun, 
TloapyHAHCh MbI ¢ TO6OH, 


Al 3a6bITb TOTO He BiIpaBe, 
Uem TBoenw O683aH CAaBe, 
YUem u rage NOMOF Th MHEe. 
fleay spema, ac 3a6ase, 

Aopor Tepkuu wa Bolne. 


Kak Ke Bapyr Te6a MoKuHy? 
Crapo apyx6nl Bepex cuerT. 


CaopoM, KHHTy C CepequHbl 
VW suaunem. A Tam monger. 
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You and I, Vassili Tyorkin, 
Bosom friends became for life. 


I would never dare forgo you, 
There is so much that I owe you, 
So much that I’m grateful for. 

It has been a joy to know you. 
Tyorkin, dear in time of war. 


Can I leave you without warning? 
Friendship calls for loyalty. 


So we'll make our real beginnin 
Halfway through. And then we'll see. 


12 


HA TPHBAAE 


— Jleabuniii, uTo u TOBOpHTh, 
Bpia CrapHk TOT CaMbIii, 

Uro npwdyMaa cyn BapuT 

Ha Koaecax npAMo. 

Cyn — no-nepsprx. Bo-sroprix, 
Kamly B HOpMe TpouHon. 

Her, crapuk on OsIA cTapHK 
UytKuli— sto TOuHO. 


CAbIIIb, MOAKMHb ene OAHY 
AoneuKky Takylo, 

A BTopyw, 6pat, BoitHy 

Ha sexy Botow. 

Ouenu, 4o6aBb 4yTOK. 


Toxocuacs nopap: 

«Huyero ce6e eqoK — 
Ilapenb 9TOT HOBBIM». 
AOXKKY AHUIHIOW KAaZeT, 
Moasur HeCepANTO: 

— Bam 61, 3Haete, BO @AOT 
C pauium annetrutom. 


BIVOUAC 


“He had genius, some old chap: 
Found a way of boiling 

Soup with never spill or slop 
While the kitchen’s rolling. 
First, soup piping hot, and then 
Kasha for your mess-tin. 

Yes, he was a bright old man, 
There can be no question! 


“Dish us out a spoonful more. 
Here, let’s have another! 
This is not my only war, 
It’s my second, brother! 
One more dab—it’s only fair.” 


Cook is slightly startled. 

“Well, we’ve got a right one here. 
This new lad’s an eater.” 

Slaps some extra on his plate, 
Growls, but not in anger, 

“Better join the Navy, mate, 

If you’re always hungry.” 
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Tor: — Cnacu6o. A kak pa3 

He 6b1Baa BO paoTe. 

Mue 651 ayume, Bpoge Bac, 
Ilopapom B nexore.— 

V1, ycesmucb nog coco, 

Kauly ect, CyTyAACb. 
«Cao?» — 6onyb Mex Ay Cob60H,— 
«Cao!» — neperaaHyAHC. 


VU yxe, npurpesmincn, cian 
‘Kpenko moak ycraabiit. 

B nepsom B3B0,4e COH pomaa, 
Bonpexu yctaBy. 

Ilpupaasacb Kk CTBOAY COCHHI, 
He waa MaxopKu, 

Ha Bottne HacueT BOMHEI 

Bea 6ecegy Tepxun. 


— Bam, pe6ara, c cepeaqunku 
Haunnarts. A a cKany: 

A He nepspie G6oTHHKH 

be3 mouwwHKu 34€Cb HOM. 
Bot Bb 1pHOsiAM Ha MeCTO, 
Pykba B pyKH—H BOW? 


A KOMY H3 BaC H3BeCTHO, 
Uto Takoe cabantyit? 


— Cadantyit— Kakoii-To npa3quHuK? 
Mau aro ram—ca6antyit? 


— Ca6antyit 6rrBaet pasunrit, 
A He 3HaellIb— He TOAKyit. 
Bot nog nepsBow 6ombexkoii 
TloaexkumIb C OXOTHI B A@KKy, 
*KuB OcTaAca— He ropwit: 

— STO mann ca6anTyit. 


OT ABC, NOKyllaH MAOTHO, 
Sakypu_ 4 B yc He ayit. 

Xyxe, Opat, Kak MMHOMeETHBIM 
Bapyr Haunetca ca6antyi. 
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“Thanks, but that would never do, 
Tyorkin in the Navy. 

Let me be a cook like you, 

Always in the gravy.” 

And he sits beneath a tree, 
Shoulder hunching over. 


“One of us!” the lads agree, 
Winking at each other. 


All the regiment now snores 
Full of evening rations, 
Number One Platoon ignores 
Army Regulations. 

Leaning up against his tree, 
See Vassili Tyorkin 

Dishing out most generously 
Wisdom and makhorka.* 


“No need for preliminaries; 

I’m not one of your recruits, 

And I’ve worn out in the service 
Many a pair of Army boots. 
Brand-new uniforms and rifles, 
Straight off to the front, that’s you. 
But can any of you soldiers 

Tell me what’s a sabantu**?” 


“Sabantu? Dunno. Or maybe 

It’s Mongolian for booze?” 

“Don’t show up your ignorance, matie. 
There’s three sorts of sabantus. 
Air-raid warning. Helter-skelter 

To the nearest ditch for shelter. 

You'll survive it. Don’t get blue. 

That’s a little sabantu. 


“Have a breather. Get some food down. 
Smoke. So that’s an air raid! Pooh! 
Then old Jerry starts a showdown 

With a mortar sabantu. 


* Low-grade tobacco. 
** Normally, a spree or celebration. 
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Tot npotmet te6a noray6xe, — 
3eMAO-MaTylIKy Weayit. 

Ho umeit B BHAy, roAy6unk, 
Dro— cpegnnii cabantyit. 


Ca6antyl— Te6e nayxa, 
Bpar aloTyeT —cam AtoTyii. 
Ho coscem HHaa WITyKa 
OTO—raaBHbiit cabantyit. 


IlapeHb CMOAKHYyA Ha MHHYTKy, 
Yro6 npouncrutTp MYHAITY4OK, 
CAOBHO HCNOABOAb KOMy-TO 
Tlogqmurnya: AepxKuCb, Apy2KOK... 


— Bor Toi Belen cnosapanky, 
TaanyA—B not Te6A 4 B Apo: 
IIpyT HeMeyKMX ThIlja TAaHKOB... 

— Tsmya TanKos? Hy, 6pat, spe. 


— Ac yero mMHe BpaTb, ApyxKnye? 
pace ae ee pacuet? 

— Ho 3a4em mae Cpa3y — Tea? 
— Xopouro. [lycxait natscor. 


— Hy, narscor. Cxaxu no yectu, 

He tyra, kak crapsrx 6a6. 

— Aaguo. Uto Tam Tpucta, ABecTA— 
Tloscrpeyait ogun xortsa 6... 


— UrTo x, B ra3zeTKe AO3YHT TO"eH: 
He 6eru B KYCTbI Aa B xae6. 
Tank — ou c BHAY Tpo03eH Oyen, 
A Ha geae rAyX H Caen. 


— To-ro caen. Aexnutb B Kanape, 
A wna cepaue Maata: 

Bapyr kak cocaeny 3agaBuT,— 
Beab He BHAT HH 4epTa. 


Tlosroputs coraacen cHosa: 

YTo He 3Haemib— He TOAKyit. 
Ca6antyit— o,Ho AMUIb CAOBO — 
Ca6antyit!.. Ho ca6antyit 
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“This time, all those bangs and whizzes 
Really scare the pants off you. 

But remember, brother, this is 

Just a medium sabantu. 


“Sabantus teach you a lesson. 

Fritz gets rough and so should you. 
Quite a different proposition 

Is a super-sabantu.” 


Tyorkin pauses here, delaying, 

Cleans his mouthpiece for a bit. 
Winks at someone, as if saying, 
“Just a moment. Wait for 1t!...” 


“Up you get as day is dawning, 

Take a look and—suffering cats! 
German tanks—a thousand—coming....” 
“German tanks—a thousand? Rats!’ 


“Listen, would I fool you, brother? 

No sense trying anyway.” 

“How come all those tanks together?” 
“Well, all right. Five hundred, say.” 
“Still too many tanks. You’ve blundered. 
Needn’t try to scare us, son.” 


“Say, three hundred, or two hundred... 
Well, if you insist — just one.” 


“Like it tells you on the poster, 
‘Don’t dash into scrub or grain!’ 
Though your tank may look a monster, 
He’s stone-deaf and blind, that’s plain.” 


“Sure! Down in a ditch you're lying, 
And your heart goes pit-a-pat. 
Since he can’t see where he’s going, 
Suddenly he’ll squash you flat. 


“Don’t show off your ignorance, matie, 
Don’t talk such a lot of rot. 

Sabantu seems nothing, maybe, 

But a word—and yet, and yet 


ee 
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Moxet B roaosy yaapuTs, 
Man nonpocty, B 6amky. 

Bor y nac o4MH OBIA mapenp... 
Jjaiite, yTo an, Ta6ayky. 


Baaarypy cMotpat B por, 
CaoBo AOBAT KaqHO. 
Xopomo, Korga KTO Bpert 
Beceao v cKAaqgHo. 


B cropone aecuoii, rayxoii, 
IIpu anxoii nmoroge, 
Xopomio, Kak ecTb Takoit 
Ilapens na moxoze. 


VW Hecmeao y Hero 
IIpocar: — Hy-Ka, na Hou, 
Pacckaxu eye 4ero, 
Bacuanii Usanpra... 


Houn rayxa, 3eman culpa. 
Yytb kocTep ABMHTCH. 


— Her, pe6sra, cnats mlopa, 
Hauunaii creautsca. 


K pykaBy mpunap anyom, 
Ha npurpetom ssropxKe 
Mex TOBapHieH G6onyOR 
Aer Bacuanit Tepxun. 


Tsxkeaa, MoKpa WIHHEAb, 
Ajox ab pa6boran 406 pari. 
Kpima— ne6o, xaTa— eb, 
Kopuu xMyT nog pe6pa. 


Ho He BugHO, 4TO6H OH 
YaApyuen 65a 9THM, 
‘roOn con emy He B COH 
T'ge-Hu6y an Ha cBeTe. 
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It can smack you on the noddle, 
Otherwise known as the bonce. 
(Got some baccy, anybody?) 
We'd a laddie with us once....” 


And they hang on every word, 
Scared to lose a minute; 

Good to have a wag like him 
Serving with the unit. 


In the forest dark and grim, 
When the cold winds bite you, 
Good to have a lad like him 
Marching there beside you. 


And they ask him, all polite, 
“Tell another yarn which 

We could end on for the night, 
Vassili Ivanych.” 


Still the night and damp the ground, 
Campfire embers fading.... 


“No, lads. Time for kipping down. 
Organise your bedding.” 


Face half-buried in his arm, 
Flat out on his stomach, 
Tyorkin settles, snug and warm, 
On a grassy hummock. 


Damp his heavy greatcoat feels. 
Fine rain drizzling lightly; 
Sky for roof and trees for walls, 
Tree-roots hurting slightly. 


But he never gives a sign 

That he’s feeling restless. 

You would think him bedded down 
On a feather mattress. 
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Bor on MOABI NOATAHYA, 
YkKpbiBad CnMHy, 
Ubi0-TO Telly MOMAHYA, 
Tleuxy u mepnuy. 


WW mpunnk Kk 3eMae chIpo#, 
OaoaeH UMCTOMOn, 

VW saexutT On, Mo repou, 
Cnut ce6e, Kak Joma. 


Crut— xoTb roaogen, XOTb CHIT, 
XOTb OHH, XOTb B Ky4e. 

Cnatb 3a npexkuuit Hegocnmn, 
CnatTb B 3amac Hay4yen. 


Vi eaBa Ab repow cHuTCA 
Bcakoli HOU) THKKHii COH: 
Kak oT 3amaquou rpanuypi 
Orcrynaa K BOCTOKy OH; 


Kak mpomea on, Baca Tepxkuu, 
U3 3anaca PAAOBOH, 

B mpocoaenHoit rumuactepKe 
CoTHu BEPCT 3€MAH pOdHOH. 


Zo uero 3eman 6oabmas, 
Beanualan 3eman. 

Vi 6n1Aa 6 ona uyxas, 
Upa-Hu6yab, a TO—cBon. 


Cnut repo, xpanut—u Touxa. 
IlpHHumaeT BCe, Kak ecTh. 

Hy, cBox—Taxk 9TO % TOUHO. 
Hy, Botia— tak 4 Ke 3,ecb. 


Cnt, 3a65IB O T YAHOM AeTE. 
Cou, 3a60Ta, HE yHTyi. 
MoxeT, 3aBTpa Ha paccBetTe 
byaer nop cabantyit. 


Cnat 6o0ubI, Kak COH 3acTaa, 
Ilog cocuow snoéxar, 
Yacoppre Ha mocTax 

MokuyT oaHHoKo. 
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Then he gives his coat a hitch, 
Since his back feels colder; 
Silently, he starts to bitch, 

Just like any soldier. 


On the damp ground lying prone, 
Very tired anh weary, 

ust as in his bed at home 

leeps my gallant hero. 


Cold or hungry, he’s adept, 
Sleeping to some purpose; 
Catching up when underslept, 
Storing up a surplus. 


But there’s one thing, while he’s resting, 
Spoils his sleep some nights at least: 
And that’s how he left the Western 
Border-line, retreating East. 


How he trudged, did Private Tyorkin, 
Through his homeland in retreat, 
Verst on verst, with tunic soaking, 
Aching heart and aching feet. 


Vast and boundless is our homeland, 
And no matter where you stray, 

It is yours, it is your own land, 

You belong there anyway. 


Tyorkin snores. There’s no more to it. 
He just takes things as they come. 

“I belong, and well I know it. 

Russia needs me. Here I am!” 


Sleep. Forget the summer's sorrow. 
Worrying’s no good to you. 

Maybe dawn will bring tomorrow 
Yet another sabantu. 


And the men sleep on the ground 
Underneath the pine trees, 

While the rain comes drizzling down 
On the lonely sentries. 


Te 


3ru He BugHo. Hous Boxpyr. 

Mi 6omny ssrpycrnerca. 

TOAbKO 4TO-TO BCNOMHUT Bapyr, 
BcnoMuHuT, ycmMexuetTca. 


VM kak 6yaro cou mponaa, 
Cmex mporuaa 3enory. 


— Xopomo, aro on monaa, 
TepkuH, B Hallly poty. 


*x* * 


‘TepkuH—kTO xe OH TaKoit? 
CkaxkeM OTKpoBeHHO: 
IIpocro napexus cam co6oi 
Ox o6nIKHOBeHHEIii. 


Bnporem, Wape€Hb XOTb kya. 
Ilapeub B stom poge 

B kaxgoi porte ecTb Bcerga, 
Za “ B Kax,AomM B3BOJe. 


Vs ur06 3Haau, 4em CHAeH, 
Cxaxem OTKpoBeHHO: 
Kpacotow Hageaeu 

He 651A On OTMeHHOI. 


He BbicoK, He To uT06 Maa, 
Ho repoti—repoem. 
Ha Kapeancxom Boesaa— 
3a pexoit Cecrpow. 


V1 ue 3Haem mowemy ,— 
Cnpamupatb He cTaAu,— 
Tlouemy torga emy 

He gaan megaan. 


C sTot Temur MOBepHemM, 
Ckakem aan lopsakKa: 
Moxer, B cnucKe HarpaqHoM 
Bouraa oneuarxa. 
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Pitch-black night. The sentry there 
Stands, in some dejection. 

Then he grins from ear to ear 

At some recollection. 


Sleep is banished right away, 
Yawning turns to laughter. 


“Now that Tyorkin’s come to stay, 
Things’ll be much better.” 


x * * 


Tyorkin, who might he be, pray? 
No need to be chary: 

He’s a fellow, you might say, 
Rather ordinary. s 


Still, he’s really quite a lad, 
Got something about him. 
There’s no Army company 
Or platoon without him. 


Is he handsome of aspect? 
No need to be chary: 

We must answer with regret, 
Frankly, no, not very. 


Not so tall as soldiers go; 
But true hero’s mettle 
During the Karelian show 
He displayed in battle. 


And we really don’t know why 
(Not that we would meddle) 
Vasya Tyorkin’s bravery 
Didn’t rate a medal. 


Shall we give this one a miss? 
It would be much fairer 

Just to say the Honours List 
Had a printer’s error. 
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He raaqu, 4TO Ha rpy4au, 
A rasgau, 4To Brrepegu! 


B crpoli c mous, B 60% C HIOAA, 
Cuosa Tepkuu Ha Bote. 


— Buano, 6om6a nan nyan 
He Haraact euje 10 MHe. 


Bata B 6010 3ageT OCKOAKOM, 
3aKWAO—H CTOABKO TOAKy. 
Tpyxapt Ona A OKpyKeH, 
Tpuxabl— Bot on! —Bplmea BOH. 


VM xorb 65100 6ecnoKotHo — 
OctTaBaaca HeBpeJuM 

Ilog orHem kocniM, TpexCAOHHBIM, 
Tlo4 HapecHsIM 4 MIpaAMbIM. 


Mf He pa3 B NyTH npuBEUHOM, 
Y AOpor, B MEAN KOAOHH, 
Baia pacceau # yacTu4Ho, 
A aacTn4HO MCcTpe6aeu... 


Ho, oguako, 
B BOAKa, 
K kyxHe —C mecta, c Mecta—B 6oit. 
Kyput, ecT u mbeT CO CMaKOM 
Ha nosuyun aw6oit. 


Kak 4M Tpy4HO, Kak HH xyszo— 
He caapan, Brieped raagu, 


STO mpucKa3ka MoKy4a, 
CxasxKa 6ygeT snepegn. 
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Never mind what’s on your chest, 
Look ahead and keep abreast! 


lh rage up. July—in action. 
yorkin’s in the wars again. 


“Contrary to expectation, 
Still no bullet with my name. 


“In the fighting I was wounded 
By a fragment—just a nip. 

And three times I was surrounded, 
And three times I gave the slip. 


“And though feeling mildly nervous, 
I’ve come through (and it was dire) 
Indirect and cross, as well as 
Overhead and triple fire. 


“To the long route-march accustomed, 
Often on the dusty road 

I’ve been partially dispersed, and 

I've been partially destroyed.” 


But he’s still 

Alive and kicking: 
Kitchen—camp-site—battle station. 
Gaily eating, drinking, smoking, 
Whether waiting or in action. 


When you think you can’t be winning, 
Don’t give up, but look ahead. 


This is only the beginning, 
Now the story starts instead. 
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TIEPEZ BOEM 


— Aloroxy xota 6nr BKpatue, 
Kak MpHUIAOCh HaM B C¥eT BOHHEI 
C tetaa k @pouty mpo6uparsca 

C rou, c HeMeuKOH CTOpoHEi. 


Kak C HEM€L|KOH, C TOH 3apeljkKoni 
Cropousi, Kak roBopart, 

Bcaegd 3a BAaCTbO 3a COBeTCKOH, 
Bcaeg 3a @poHToM urea. Haut 6par... 


Iea nau OpaT, xygzou, roaognnrit, 
IlorepaBmmii cBa3b uM 4acTh, 

Ile nopoTHo u noB3BO04HO, 

VM komnanueit cpoboguHon, 

VM ogun, kak mlepct, moguyac. 


Tloaem wea, AecHOWw KPOMKOH, 
MU36eraq AmmHMXx raa3, 
Tlogxogua kK ceAy B MOTeMKax, 
Vs cayxMA eMy KOTOMKOii 
boesonu HpOTHBOra3. 


BEFORE BATTLE 


Here’s reporting how a soldier 

In those unpropitious times 
Headed frontwards from the rear, 
From behind the German lines; 


From the wrong side of the river, 

As the lads all used to say, 

Towards the embattled Soviet armies, 
Gaining slowly day by day. 


How he marched, gaunt with privation, 
All communications gone, 

With this squad or with that section, 
Or with any chance collection, 

Or entirely on his own. 


Crossing fields and skirting forests, 
Steering clear of alien eyes, 
Nearing villages in darkness, 

All his gear inside his Service 
Gas-mask, carried knapsack-wise. 
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lea on, cepni, 6opogaThii, 
VU, wemassacb 3a nopor, 
3axogua B AW6yl0 xaTy, 
CaAOBHO 4eM-TO BHHOBATHIM 
Ilepeg Het. A 4To on mor! 


Vi no roppkow To mpuBEKe, 
Kak B IyTH BeAeAa 4ECTB, 

Ou npocwa cnepBa BOAMUKH, 
A TIOTOM Mpocua MoecTb. 


Tetka—rge * OHa OTKaKeT? 
XOTb KakOH, a BCE 2%K ThI CBOM. 
Huuero te6e He cKaxer, 
ToAbkKO BCXAMHeT Hag TObOH, 
TOABKO MOABHT, IIpOBOmKasx: 
— Boporutsca ga Bam Gor... 


To 6biaa Mewar Goabuias, 
Kak 6peav MbI Ha BOCTOK. 


Iau xygpie, manu G6ocnrie 
B HeH3BeCTHEIe Kpaa. 

Uto TaM, rae ona, Poccua, 
Ilo Kako py6ex cBos! 


Iau, ognaxo. Ileana u a... 


A Aoporow MoctTsaont 
ITpo6upaacsa He ogun. 
Yeaosexk Hac AecaTb 6bIA0, 
Beta y Hac HW KOMaHgMp. 


Hi3 600s. Myxunna geapuniit 
MecTHOcTp sty 3HaA BOKpyr. 

Al mw, Kak 6oaee ugeluErit, 

Bia TaM Kak OI MOAMTpyK. 
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Iau 60%ubI 3a HaMH CAegom, 
Hloxugaa nMAeHHBIi Kpait. 

A oanHy moauT6ecegy 
[losropaa: 

— He yuorpaii. 
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Dusty, ashen-faced, unshaven, 
Clutching at the lintel post, 

If he called at any cabin, 

He was haunted by some craven 
Sense of guilt for so much lost. 


And obedient to the bitter 
Custom of that long retreat, 
First he'd beg a glass of water, 


Then he'd beg a bite to eat. 


Grannie can't refuse him lightly— 
Ours, whoever he may be— 

Though she may be weeping slightly, 
Not another word says she, 

Only, “So you have to leave us? 

May God send you back at least.” 


Sad the story was and grievous 
Of our trek towards the east. 


Marching barefoot, marching hungry, 
Into regions no one knew. 

What's ahead? Where are you, Russia? 
How much is there left of you? 


On they marched. And I did, too. 


I was not the only soldier 

Pushing down that road through hell. 
There were ten of us together, 

And an NCO as well. 


From the ranks. A canny fellow. 
Knew those parts. I was a kind 
Of political adviser 

Being seriously inclined. 


And the men brought up behind us, 
Leaving lands no more our own. 

My political advice was 

Just, 
“Don’t let them get you down. 
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He 3apBemca, Tak MpopsBemca, 
by4em *MBbI— He HOMpeM. 
Cpox mpuder, Hasaq BePHeMCA, 
Uro orgaam— Bce BepHeM. 


Camoro 6 MeHa cripocuan, 
PoBHO CTOADKO 3HaA 4H A, 
UrTo Tam, rage ona, Poccua, 
Ilo kako py6ex cBoa? 


Komanaup maraa yrpiomo, 
Toe, ACHOABOAB CMOTpW, 
UTO-TO OH BCE AYMaa, AyMaa... 
— Bpocp rai Ay MaTb,— ropopio. 


Tosopw emy Ayuiesuo. 

Ou B OTBET H MOABHT BApyr: 
— Ilo nyt mos gepesua. 
Kak TBI MBICAHUIb, MOAHTpykK? 


to orseruts? Kak « MBICAIO? 
Buxy, Wapeu npsyer B3raga, 
Cam monnk, ycut o6Bucan. 

Hy, a uem on BHHOBAaT, 

4Yro aepesua m0 gopore, 

To Ayia 3aHbIAa B HEM? 

TyT Kakoi 651 Hn 6A cTpornii, 
A cKxa3aa 651 ThI:«3aiqem.,..» 


Bctpenenyaca acubrit coKoa, 
Bpocua ayMatb, Haya ners. 
Bnepegu uger AaAeko, 
Oropspaaca —ne nocnets. 


A mpumau Ty4a MBI 1034HO, 
HM 3agamu, KOHOTAeH, 

OcropoxHptit 1 ceppesHnrit, 
Bea OH Bcex k ce6e Aomoii. 


Bor kak 6bIA0 C HallMM 6patom, 
Uro mona AomMoit C BOTHEI: 
3axoqu B poaHy xary, 
IIlpo6upasce Baoan creHn. 
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“If we play it cool and stick it, 
We'll come out of this alive. 

We'll be back again. We'll make it. 
Wait, our moment will arrive.” 


Even had the soldiers asked me, 

I'd have not known any more: 
What’s ahead? Where is she, Russia? 
How much is there left of her? 


Silent our CO and moody, 

So I watched him covertly. 

He kept brooding, brooding, brooding... 
“Here, you think too much,” said I. 


What I said was meant sincerely, 
He “ine me a funny look: 

“Well, we're at my village, nearly. 
What’s the verdict, politruk?” 


Verdict? What am I to tell him? 

He won't look me in the eye, 
Shoulders bowed, moustaches wilting.... 
Is it his fault, anyway, 

If his home is near the pathway, 

If he’s feeling sad and low? 

Who'd be strict and not give leeway? 
Anyone would say, “Let’s go!” 


Lo, the falcon stretched his pinions, 
Brightened up, burst into song; 
Left us lagging far behind him 

As he ontilp strode along. 


It was late when we arrived there. 
Wary, watchful, stern of face, 

He conducted us through hemp-fields 
And back gardens to his place. 


That’s how many a Russian soldier 
Had to pay his folks a call, 
Creeping round the family cottage 
Flattened up against the wall. 
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3Hal BHeped, YTO TOAKY MaAO 
Or pogumoro yraa, 

Uro sokua MW TyT CTyMaaa, 
Bnepegu Te6a mpomaa, 

Uro te6e cpoeH no6nisKonh 
He nopagoBaTb *Keny: 
3a6exaa, MOCMaA ypbIBKOM, 
ZjOroHAM ONATb BOMBY... 


Bot x03AMH Ce€A, pa3yAca, 
Pyky lmpaBylo— Ha CTOA, 
ByATO C M€ABHHIbI BEpHyACA, 
C noaa K yxuHYy NpuMea. 
ByATo Tak, a Bce MHate... 

— Hy, ena, TOMM-Ka Meub, 
Bcem AJOBOABCTBHeM TOPAYHM 
Mue Koay obecrieub. 


Aletu cnat. #KeHa xaonouer,, 

B roppkui, rpyCcTHbIM mpa3sqHuK CBOH, 
Kak HH M@aAO 9TOM HOH, 

A uw Ta—uHe eH O4HOH. 


PacTOpOnHBbIMM pyKaMu 
dKapuT, BapuT mocKoped, 
Iloaotenyja c NeTyxaMu 
ZlocraeT, KaK AAA roctei. 


Hanonaa, HaKOpMHAa, 
YaouRHAAa Ha NOKOH, 

Aja c Tako 3a60TOH MHAOH, 
C go6pou aackow TakoH, 
CAOBHO MbI HHOHM MOpor 
3aBepHyAH B 9TOT JOM, 
CaAoOBHO 65IAM MBI repou, 
Vue Maazte IIputTom. 


CaM x03AHH, CTapwiMiit BOHH, 
Uro cugea cpegu rocteii, 
Bpsg au ObIA KOrga AOBOAeH 
Tak xO3AHKO CBOeH. 
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And be warned—there’s little for you 
In the place you love the most. 

War has stepped in there before you, 
War has beat you to the post. 

For your wife, small consolation 

In those hours of stolen time. 

Snatch some fitful sleep, then hasten 
Off to find the battle line.... 


Right arm on the supper table, 
Boots off, beaming with good-will, 
Sat our host, as comfortable 

As if just back from the mill. 

Such, at least, was the impression.... 
“Stoke the fire, love, stoke it well. 
CO’s orders. Issue rations 

Piping hot to personnel!” 


The children sleep. But at that bitter 
Festive time she never rests. 
Though her night is short and precious 
Still she shares it with her guests. 


Boiling, roasting without respite, 

At the steaming stove she stands; 

Takes her guests the embroidered towels 
As the custom there demands. 


Generously she entertained us, 
Served us food and drink to spare, 
And with fussy, loving kindness 
Found us room to sleep somewhere. 


As if we had called to see her 

When times were not what they were, 
As if we were gallant heroes 

Home triumphant from the war. 


And our host and senior, seated 
There among his guests at ease, 
Was he ever more delighted 
With that darling wife of his? 


SS 


34 


Bpsa au Bceit ona yxBaTKow 
XOTb korga-Hu6y ab 61a, 

Kak f1pu stow Bcrpeye KpaTKoii, 
Tak pogHa uw Tak MMAa. 


Vi 60ae~a on, MlapeHb 4eCTHEIH, 
Tlonumaa, ore CeMbH, 

Ha koro B maeny 6e3BecTHOM 
Tloxugaa xeny C geTpMh... 


Konuus c6opst, pasrosopnt, 
Yaeranch 6ouE B AoOmy. 
Aer xo3anu. Ho ue cxopo 
Tlogomaa oa K HeMy. 


Twxo 3BaKkaaa mocy4on, 
Yro-ro maa pu orue. 
A XO38HH XK ZeT OTTyJa, 
U3 yraa. 

Heaosko Mue. 


Bce Topapwuyu ycuyan, 
A MeHS He THET KO CHy. 
Aali-ka ayume B Kapayae 
Ha KppiaeaKke TIpHKOpHy. 


B3aA WIMHeAb ga, 110 TIPHCAOBBIO, 
Cmacrepua ce6e mocrean, 

TO 104 HH3, HB H3rOAOBEe, 

Vi wapepx,—u Bce—muneas. _ 


Dx, cykonHaa, Ka3eHHan, 
Boeuuasn IIHHEAb,— 

Y Koctpa B Aecy T1powkKeHHan, 
OrmMeHnHas UIHHeAb. 


3HaMeHHTaa, mpo6utasa 
B 6010 orem spara 

Aja cBoei pyKoii 3allMTan,— 
Komy He gopora! 
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On this all too brief occasion 
Never did she show more charm, 
Leave upon him an impression 
More endearing, kind, or warm. 


And it grieved him, honest soldier, 
Father of a family, 

So to leave his wife and children 
Doomed to face captivity... 


Soon, the evening’s talk was over, 
All the soldiers hit the sack. 

So did he. She didn’t join him, 
Waited, as if holding back. 


Washing up the dishes quietly, 
Sitting by the fire to sew. 
He lay in the corner, waiting. 
Seemed to me 

I'd better go. 


All my mates were sleeping soundly. 
I lay sleepless, open-eyed, 
Thought I'd do some sentry duty, 
Kip down on the porch outside. 


Well, I had no choice of bedding, 
And the job was quickly done; 
Made my gredatcoat do for pillow, 
Sheets ae blankets—all in one. 


How I’d miss you, Army issue 
Military coat, 

Governmental, free from rental, 
Singed-at-campfire coat. 


Governmental, free from rental, 
Slightly bullet-holed, 

Mended duly by yours truly, 
Worth your weight in gold. 
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Ynagenib AM, Kak NOAKOMEHHET, 
Hopanenuait nam 6par, 

Ha urmHeau Tou noHOMeEHHO! 
Cnecyr te6a B can6ar. 


A y6pwT—Tak Teao MeprBoe 
Tpoe c ApyruMu B pay 

Tot muneaKow MOTEpTorw 
YKpowtT—cmm, coagat! 


Cnu, coagar, Tip %43HH KparTKoit 
Hu B AOpore, HH B AoMy 

He mpumaocs nocnata MOpA KOM 
Hu c xenoii, nH O4HOMY... 


Ha KpBAbBUO XO3AHH BHIIEA. 
Toi MHe HOGH He 3a6uITD. 


— Tost 4ero? 
— A & Aposumex 
Aaa xo3siixu Hapy6uts. 


Bor ne cnutca EAOBEKy, 
CaosHo 4oMa—na Boitue. 
Gamiaraa Ha ApoBocexy, 

Py6urT xBopocr npu ayue. 


Tiox 4a TIoK. {Jo cera py6ur. 
Koporka COAAaTy HOUB. 
Guar, JKEHY KAACeT, AOOUT, 
Zla He 3HaeT, Gem TlOMO4UB. 


Py6ur, py6ur. Ha paccrere 
Tloxuaaet gom 6oen. 


A 104 cBerT TIPOCHYAHCh AeTu, 

Norasaat— npumea oTell. 

Horasgat — 6o0HuH uyKHe, 
%KbA pPa3sHble, PeMHH. 
pe6ata, kak OAbIINEe, 
OBHO NOHAAH OHH. 
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If a bullet finds its billet, 
Sends you flying over, 

No fine stretcher for to fetch yer, 
But your greatcoat, brother! 


If you fade out, then it’s laid out, 
With the rest you'll be, 

Very dead there in your threadbare 
Greatcoat. RIP. 


Sleep. In your bnef lifetime, soldier, 
On the march or safe at home, 

You have slept but little, either 
With your wife or all alone.... 


From the house our host emerges. 
How can I forget that night? 


“Something wrong?” 
“Just for the missus... 
Firewood’s getting kind of light.” 


He’s not in the mood for sleeping. 
Though he’s home, war still seems near. 
And he goes to chop some firewood 

In the moonlight, cold and clear. 


Chop, chop, chopping until sunnise.... 
All too soon, it’s break of day. 

Yes, he loves his wife most dearly, 
Wants to help her in some way. 


So he hews and hews. For morning’s 
Light will find our soldier gone. 


When the children, waking early, 
Looked, and saw their dad was home, 
Saw the unfamiliar soldiers, 

Different rifles, different gear, 

Then they understood, hike grown-ups, 
And were filled with sudden fear. 


eS 
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Mi samaaKaan pe6ata. 

VM noaymarp oun yr: 
Moxer, Hprmge B STY XaTy 
Hemupi c pyxbamu BOHJYT... 


M1 Aounine maay ror gerckni 

B panuuit aac auxoro ana 

C tot HE€MELIKOH, C TO 3apeyyKou 
Cropousr 30neT meus. 

A 6 Meutaa He pagn caaBBl 
eke YTpoM 6o0eBpIM, 

A 6 Kenan Ha Geper upapsii, 
bor Npow4A, BCTyNUTS JKHBBIM. 


ZI cKaxy a 6e3 yTatixn, 
IIpusegucs Mue Tam HATH, 
A xotea 651 K Toit XO3AHke 
Moctyyatsca no nyTH. 


Ilonpocuts BOAbI HAaNMTECA— 
He 3atem, 4T06 cect, 3a CTOA, 
A 3aTem, 4T06 MOKAOHHTBCA 
Ao6por xenuynHe mpocron, 


Bi XO3AHHA AM CIpocuT,— 

Ki’ }0Aaral0 — KYB, 340poB». 

BsatTp Tonop, WHHEABKy COpocuts, 
Hapy6urs xossaiixe Apos. 


Tloromy — X03HHH-6apuH 
Huuyero Ham He cxaaaa. 
Moxer, HbrHye 3emat0 apur, 
3a KoTOpyw cTosa... 


Brpouem, auto tam AyMaTb, Oparuypr, 
Hago nemiya 6uTE CHeEWHTS. 

Bot u Bce, uro Tepkun BKpaTue 
Bam umeer AOAOKUTD. 
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And the children started crying, 
And you saw in your mind’s eye 
German soldiers armed with nifles 
Bursting in there suddenly... 


And that sound of children crying 
Calls to me from far away, 

From the wrong side of the river 
Even to this very day. 


In my dreams, awaiting battle, 

Not for glory do I strive, 

But to make it through the fighting 
To that farther shore alive. : 


And I say it quite sincerely, 
Should I reach the other shore, 
Then, believe me, I would surely 
Knock on that good lady’s door. 


And I'd beg a glass of water 
Not so’s to be wined and dined, 
But to take my cap off humbly 
To a lady good and kind. 


Should she ask about her husband— 
“No doubt doing fine,” I’d say; 

Take the axe, throw off my greatcoat, 
Chop some firewood for the day. 


From our genial host and master 
None of us heard any more. 

He might well be six feet under 
In the soil he battled for. 


No two ways about it, fellows. 
Smash the Germans soon! In short, 
That is all Vassili Tyorkin 

Has to say in his report. 
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TIEPEITIPABA 


Mepenpasa, ne ellpaBa! 
Beper aesnrii, 6eper paBbli, 
Cuer IWe€pllaBbIi, KPOMKa AbAa... 


Komy nmamats, KOMY CAaBa, 
Komy TemHaa BoAa,— 
Hu mpumertsi, nn cAeda. 


Houbw, nepasm 13 KOAOHHHI, 
O6aomaB y Kpaa veg, 
Horpysnacs Ha noHTORBI 
Tlepspit s3pog. 

Morpysnuaca, OTTOAKHYACH 

M nowea. Bropoit 3a Hu. 
IIpurorosuaca, MIPpUrHyAcH 
Tperuit caegom 3a BTOPBIM. 


Kak NAOT, NOWAK TIOHTOHHI, 
Ppomprxuya OAMH, Apyron 
Bacopsim, »*eAe3HbIM TOHOM, 
ToaHo Kpbllua 104 HOron. 


CROSSING OVER 


Crossing over! Crossing over! 
Left bank, right bank of the river, 
Crusted snow and fringe of ice.... 


Some found memories, some found glory, 
Some, the water’s dark embrace— 
Not a vestige, not a trace. 


Night, and leading all the column, 
Number One Platoon, 

Broke the sheet-ice on the water, 
Boarded the pontoons; 

Boarded them and pushed off slowly, 
And were gone. Next, Number Two. 
After them, half-shuffling, stooping, 
Number Three got ready too. 


Off the pontoons glided slowly, 
One by one, like rafts afloat, 
Booming in a bass of iron 

Like a rooftop underfoot. 
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Zl NABIBYT OontbI Ky4a-To, 
Iipuraus wrk B Tenn. 
M1 coscem cBon pebara 
Cpasy —6yarTo He onn, 


Cpasy 6yaro ne noxomu 

Ha cBoux, Ha Tex pe6ar: 
Kak-To sce “Pee H CTpoxe, 
Kak-To sce Te6e 40poxe 

VM pogueit, uem aac Ha3ad. 


Tlorasgethb — u BIIpPAMb— pe6atTa! 
Kak, 0 TpaBde, KeATOpoT, 
Xoaoctrow au OH, *KeHaTBIH, 

DOTOT crpwxKexsiit Hapog. 


Ho yxe uayt pe6ara, 

Ha Botine *%KUMBYT 6onBI, 

Kak Kor4a-Hubyab B ABaAUaTOM 
Mx TOBapHuyjH — OTE. 


Tem nyTem wayt CypOBpIM, 

Uro u aBectu aet Ha3aJ 
IIpoxogua c Py*KbeM KpeMHEBBIM 
Pyccknit TpyK€HHK-COAAaT. 


Mumo ux BucKoB BHXpacTEIx, 
Bosae ux MaAbYHINIBAX raa3 
Cmeptb B 6010 cBucteaa 4acro 
M muner au B oToT pas? 


Haaeran, rpe6yr, notes, 
YMpaBAAWTcH C WeCTOM. 
A Boga peset npaBee — 
Tlog nogopspaxHem™ mocrom. 


Bor yxe Ha cepequne 
Mx ornocut “ Kpyxnt... 


A Boga PeBeT B TecHuHE, 
JKyXabiii AeA B KYCKH KpOwHT, 
Mex MOrHYTHX 6aA0K hepMbr 
Bpetca B neHe u B TIBIAH... 
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With their bayonets hid in shadow, 
Off they sail, silent, intent; 

And the faces, so familiar, 
Suddenly seem different. 


For the lads now standing near you 
Aren't the ones you used to know; 
Each is closer, each is clearer, 

Each is graver, starker, dearer 
Than he was an hour ago. 


Look—and suddenly it hits you: 
All those lads with close-cropped hair, 
Whether married men or single, 
Are just rookies standing there. 


Yet they’re going into battle, 

Though mere boys and nothing more, 
Like their fathers and their comrades 
Way back in the Civil War. 


Theirs the road down which the Russian 
Soldier-toiler had to go, 

Flintlock musket on his shoulder, 

Some two hundred years ago. 


Past the unkempt, tousled temples, 
Past the boyish eyes so bright, 
Death in battle whistled often— 
Will it spare them all tonight? 


Now the oarsmen pull together, 
Guided by a punting pole; 

To their right, beneath a blown-up 
Bridge, the waters seethe and roll. 


And the current midstream hits them 
Broadside on and spins them round.... 


Roars and booms as through a mill-race, 
Cracks the ice and grinds it down, 

"Mid the twisted girders flinging 

Spray and dust high in the air... 
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A yx Tlepsit B3B04, HaBepHo, 
4joctaer mrectoM 3eMau. 


Ilo3aqu WyMuT mpoToxa, 
HM xpyrom— 4yxas Hou. 
ye OH TaK AaAeKO, 
4To HM KpHKHYTb, HH TOMOUb. 


VU yepHeer tam 3y6uarTuiit, 
3a xCAOAHOIO wepToH, 
Henogcrynuii, HenoyvaTEit 
Aec Haq wepHow Bogor. 


Ilepenpasa, nepenpapa! 
Beper [paBhu, Kak CTeuHa... 


DroH HOUH CAegA KpOBaBHii 
B mMope BpIHeCAa BOAHA. 


BblAO Tak: 43 TBMBI TAy6OKOii, 
OrHeHupiii B3ME€THYB KAHHOK, 
Aya npoxextopa IipoToKy 
Ilepecex nauckocox. 


VM scroa6om mocraBHa BOAY 
Bapyr cHapag. Tlontonsi— Bp pad. 
Tycro 61100 Tam Hapogy — 

allMX CIpHKeHBIX pebar... 


VW ysugeaocn BIIEpBEIe, 

He sa6ygetca ono: 

Awan Tenanie, *HBEIE 

Ilan Ha AHO, Ha AHO, Ha AHO... 


log ornem nepa36epuxa— 
I'ge caou, rae kTo, rae cBa3b? 


TOAbKO BCKOpe craao THxO,— 
Tlepempasa coppaaacn. 


HW snokamectr HEH3BECTHO, 
Kro Tam po6xnii, Kto repoii, 
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Now the first platoon is punting 
Through the shallows over there. 


And the rapids boom behind them. 
All around—the alien night; 

And they're far beyond assistance, 
Out of earshot, out of sight. 


Black and jagged in the distance, 
Past the snowline’s chilly gleam, 
Looms the distant virgin forest 
High above the inky stream. 


Crossing over! Crossing over! 
Right bank towering ominously... 


Blood that night ran in the river 
And was carried down to sea. 


Sudden through the pitch-black darkness 
Blazed a searchlight’s spreading beam, 
Stabbing with a quivering finger 
Slantwise down across the stream. 


Then a shell. The water fountained. 
Pontoons jammed. No room to spare. 
Very tightly packed together 

Were the lads with close-cropped hair.... 


How could anyone forget it, 

Seeing helpless soldiers drown— 

Live, warm-blooded human beings 
Sinking down, and down, and down.... 


Pandemonium and chaos. 
Fritz lays on the heavy stuff.... 


Then there comes an eerie silence, 
And the river crossing’s off. 


Who was brave and who was timid? 
Still the answer is unknown. 
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Kro Tam mapeHus pacaygecuiit, 
A HaBepHo, 651A TaKkoit. 


Ilepenpaza, mepenpasa... 
Temeub, xoaog. Hous Kak rod. 


Ho syenuaca B 6eper IpaBblii, 
Tam ocraaca nepssili B3B0,. 


Mi o Hem Moauar pe6ata 
B 60eBom poguom xpyry, 
CAOBHO 4eM-TO BHHOBATHI, 
Kro Ha AeBom 6epery. 


He sugatTb Konya HOWAETY. 
3a HOU FpyAow B3AAaCb 
TlomoaaM CO AbAOM H CHEroM 
Tlepementannan rps3p. 


VW ycraaaa c noxoga, 
Yro 6 Tam Hu 6n1A0,— *KHBa, 
Zipemaer, CKOPUMBINMCh, Mexora, 


CyxyB pyku B pyKaBa. 


Alpemaer, ckopunpuincs, nexora, 
MB aecy, B HOUM rayxoii 
CanoraMu naxuer, n6Tom, 
Mepsaoit xBoeit u Maxpoit. 


Yytko Amur 6eper stor 
Bmecte c TeMH, 4TO Ha TOM 
Ica o6pstpom *KAYT paccpera, 
Tpetot 3emato %KHBOTOM,— 

AyT paccBeta, x4yT nNOogMmorn, 
AlyXoM MagqaTb He xorar. 


Houp TIPCXOAMT, HET AOporu 
Hu snepeg u HH Ha3aJ... 


A 68ITb MOxeT, TaM C NOAHOUH 
Tlopomur cHexkoK uM B On, 
VU yxe gapyo 
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Did some soldier prove a hero? 
There was surely such a one! 


Crossing over! Crossing over! 
How long must this cold night last? 


On the right bank of the river, 
Number One Platoon—clings fast. 


And the soldiers on the near side 
Don’t speak of it any more, 

As if guilty for their comrades 
Stranded on the other shore. 


On and on the hours drag slowly. 

Will the cold night never pass? 

Ice and mud and snow are churned up 
Into one great dark morass. 


And the soldiers, footsore, weary, 

Duly thankful for their lives, 

Try to snatch some shut-eye, shivering, 
Hands tucked in their greatcoat sleeves. 


Shivering, fitfully they slumber, 
And the forest in the night 
Faintly smells of frozen pine-twigs, 
Boots, makhorka, human sweat. 


And the shore lies still, scarce breathing, 
Like those who, without a sound, 

Over there, praying for daylight, 
Flattened prone upon the ground, 

Wait for sunrise, wait for rescue, 

Will not let their spirits flag. 


Night drags on interminably, 
No way forward, no way back.... 


Or, perhaps, the snowflakes drifting, 
On the eyelids lightly sifting, 
Still lie sparkling there; 
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Ou He TaeT B HX rAa3sHHax 
VY sneIABIOH A@KUT Ha ANWAax — 
MepTspiM BCe paBHo. 


CryxH, xOAO4a He CABIINAT, 
CmepTb 3a CMepTbiO He CTpallHa, 
XoTb euje MaeK HM MMWeT 
Ileppot pots crapuuua. 


Crapmuua naek HM nMuer, 
A lo noyTe moaeBor 

He 6nictpeli ugyt, He THMeE 
ITucbMa cTapbie 4omon, 
Uro enje pe6ata camu 

Ha mpusaae mpH orne 
T'ae-Hu6yab B Aecy MMCaAH 
f\ipyr y Apyra Ha cnune... 


V3 Pasann, u3 Kasann, 
M3 Cu6upn, us Mockssi— 
Cnat 60HunI. 

Coe cKka3aAu 

VU yxe Hapek mpassi. 


VM srsepaa, kak KaMeHb, rpyaa, 
Tae 3acTaiaw HX CAeAB... 


MoxeT — Tak, a MO2KET — 4y fo? 
XoTb Obl 3HaK KakOi OTTYAAa, 
Vi 6eaa 6 3a noa6beau. 


AlOArM HON, 2KeECTKH 30pH 
B Hoa6pe— xk 3ume cegoi. 


Asa 6onya cHaAAT B Ao30pe 
Hag xoaoqguow Bogoii. 


To AM CHHTCA, TO AM MHHTCA, 
Tloxasaaocb 4TO HEBeECTH, 

To AM HHeHt Ha pecHuyax, 
To AM BIpaBay 4TO-TO ecTH? 
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Dusting, powdering cold faces, 
With their soft, unmelting traces— 
Dead men do not care. 


Death for them can hold no terrors, 
Frost and wind can scarce be missed, 
Though the Quartermaster Sergeant 
Keeps them on the rations list; 


Keeps them on the list for rations, 
And by post, the while, 

Neither ale nor yet slower 
Posthumously goes the mail: 
Family letters that the writers, 
Borrowing one another’s backs, 
Scribbled somewhere in the forests 
Out on nightly bivouacs. 


Lads from far Siberia, Moscow, 
From Kazan and from Ryazan— 
Duty done, 

They sleep the eternal 

Sleep of just and honest men. 


And where death came swift upon them 
There’s a silent, frozen mound.... 


Or has good luck smiled upon them? 
Oh for just one signal from them 
That would give us peace of mind! 


Long the nights and harsh the dawnings 
In November. Winter’s close. 


Two men sit on sentry duty, 
Watching where the river flows. 


Is it fancy? Are they dreaming? 
Something’s moving—not quite clear.... 
Is it rime upan their eyelids, 

Or is something really there? 
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BugaT— Maaeubkaan TOUKa 
Tloxasaaacb Bgaaeke: 

To aw 4ypka, TO Au 6ouKa 
IIpomanrBaetT m0 pexe? 


— Her, ne uypKa 4 He 604Ka — 
IIpocro raasy masta. 

— He naosey au ognHodKa?. 

— Ilyrum, ppat, Boga ue Ta! 

— Ala, Boga... Tlompicants CTpalrHo. 
fjaxe pri6am xoaogHa. 

— He us nammmx au nn, ne 
TlogHaaca Kakoli co qua?.. 


O6a pasom TIpHcMHpean. 

WV cka3aa ogun 6o0en: 

— Her, on Berman 65 B WMHeEAH, 
C nono BEIKAaAKON, MepTBell. 


O6a 3goposo mpogporan, 
Kak 61 Hu 651A0,— Bnepsoit. 


Tlogourea cepant c 64HOKAeM. 
IIpucmotpeaca: Her, *xnBOH. 

— Her, xusoit. Be3 THMHAaCcTepKuH. 
— Ane peo He k HaM AH B TIA? 
— Her. A moxer, sto Tepkun? — 
Kro-To po6xo nouryrua. 


— Croii, pe6sta, He COBaTECH, 
TOaky HeT ClycKaTb NOHTOH. 
— Paspemute nonsitarsca? 
— ro nstratscsa! 

— Bparypr,— ou! 


MW, y sa6eperos Kopxy 

Aeqnuyto o6A0mas, 

Ou kak on, Bacnanii Tepxun, 
Beran *xuBOK,— go6paaca BIAaBb. 


TaaaKnit, roan, Kak 3 6aHn, 
Beraa, maTaach THKeAO. 
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Then they see it—just a pinpoint: 
Only driftwood, it might seem, 
Or perhaps an empty barrel 
Floating gently down the stream. 


“That’s no driftwood! That’s-no barrel!” 
And they strain their weary eyes. 
“Could it be somehadty swimming?” 
“What? You’re joking! In that ice?!” 
“Guess you’re right. It’s cold enough to 
Freeze the gills off any fish.” 

“Maybe one of ours has surfaced,” 

Said the first, uneasyish. 


And they instantly fell silent, 

Till the other sentry said, 

“He’d be in his coat and webbing 
If he was one of our dead.” 


And they got the creeps all over, 
Strange to this new face of death. 


Came the Sergeant with field glasses, 
Levelled them, and caught his breath. 
“He’s alive! Without his tunic.” 

“Fritz behind our lines, maybe?” 

“Or perhaps it’s Vasya Tyorkin!” 
Said some joker timidly. 


“Hold it, lads! Just keep away from 

That pontoon! The man can swim!” 
“Won't you let us have a go, Sarge?” 
“Have a go? What for!” 

“It’s him!” 


Up he rises from the water, 
Crashing through the icy crust, 
Large as life, Vassili Tyorkin— 
Yes, he’s made it—only just! 


Naked, as if from the bath-house. 
Only just this moment come. 
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Hu 3y6amu, wu ry6amu 
He pa6boraet —cBeao. 


Tlogxsatuan, o6Ba3aan, 
jaAW BaACHKH C HOTH. 
I[purpo3smau, npuKa3saau — 
Moxelb, HeT An, a Geru. 


[log ropoii, 8 mtra6Hok us6yuike, 
IlapHa roruac Ha KpoBatb 
TloaowuAM AAR WpocyurKu, 
Craau ciupTom pactupats. 


Pacrupaau, pacrupaan... 

Bapyr OH MOABHT, Kak BO CHe: 
— 1s AOKTOP, a HEAB3A AH 
UsuytTpu nmorpersca Mue, 

UroO He sce Ha KOKY TpaTHTb? 


gjaau cronky —Ha4aA XKUTb, 
IIpunogusacsa na KpOBaTH: 

— PaspemmtTe AoAoKHTE... 
B3Bo4 Ha mpaBom Gepery 
2KuB-340poB Ha3A0 Bpary! 
AeWiTeHaHT BCero AMINb IpocuT 
Oronpxy Ty4a mog6pocuts. 


A yx CAe4OM 3a OrHEM 
BcraHeM, HOrH pa30MHeM. 
To TaM ecrb, Wepekaaeuum, 
Ilepenpasy o6ecneuuo... 


AOaoxKMA 10 PopMe, CAOBHO ~— 
Toruac MAbITb eMy Ha3aJ. 


— Moaogey! —cka3aa noAKOBHHK.— 
Moaogey! Cnacu6o, Opar. 


Vic yani6xow Hepobxoii 
Tosoput torga 6oeu: 

— A euje HeAB3A AM CTONKy, 
Tloromy kak MOAogey? 
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Tries to speak, but nothing happens: 
Jaw and lips are frozen numb. 


So they wrapped him up and gave him 
Felt boots from a cans en 


Threatened, ordered him, “Keep running, 
Even if you are dead beat!” 


At HQ, a sheltered cabin, 
Medics took the lad in charge, 
Laid him on a bed to dry him, 
Tried an alcohol massage. 


And they rubbed him and they rubbed him, 
Till he murmured, Sgmanad! 

“Doctor, Doctor, won’t you let me 

Have some of that warmth inside? 

Please don’t waste it on my body!” 


So they poured him out a short, 
And it worked. Said he, half rising: 
“Beg permission to report: 

All is well with our platoon. 

Jerry will be sorry soon. 

Our Lieutenant says, send over 
Fire enough to give us cover. 


' Following the last few crumps, 
We'll get up, we'll stir our stumps. 

Anything that’s there, we'll strafe, 

And the crossing will be safe.” 


He was strictly formal, as if 
Game to swim back there and then. 


“Well done, soldier!” said the Colonel. 
“Thanks! Well done!” said he again. 


With a grin by no means timid, 

Tyorkin said, “If that’s the case, 
en perhaps another snifter 

Won't be too much out of place?” 


a 
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Ilocmotpea moAKOBHUK cTporo, 
Tloxocuaca na 6oiiua. 

— Moaogeu, a 6y4eT MHoro— 
Cpaszy ape. 

— Tak aBa x KOHUA... 


Tlepenpasa, nepempasa! 
Tlymmku 6bi0T B KpoMemHod rae. 


Boi wget caatoi u mpapurit. 
Cmeprupiit Gott He padu CAaBBI, 
PaaM >Ku3HU Ha 3eMae. 
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Very much more than old-fashioned 
Was the look that Tyorkin got. 
“That’s too much, lad, 

Two drinks running.” 

“For two trips—a double shot!...” 
Crossing over! Crossing over! 
Gunfire booming in the night. 


For mere fame and glory—never, 
But for life on earth forever 
Fight the just and holy fight! 
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O BOHHE 


— Paspemmre goaoxutTs 
Koporko u MIpocro: 

A OoAbWIOH OXOTHHK X%KUTB 
AeT AO AeBAHOCTA. 


A soitua—npo sce 3a6y 4b 
Vi tenstp we supase. 

Co6upaaca B gaAbHuii NyTb 
Ajan mpuxas: «Orcrapurs!l» 


ed 


T'panya roa, TIpHuleA yepeg, 
bIHYe MbI B OTBeTE 

3a Poccuio, 3a Hapog 

Vi 3a Bce Ha cpBerTe. 


Or VYgana zo Momu, 
MepTsple Ab, 2KMBBIe, 

Bce mpl BMecTe — 9TO MBI, 
ion Hapod, Poccus. 


Hi mockoabky 9TO MBI, 
To ckamy Bam, 6paTupi, 


CONCERNING WAR 


Beg permission to report 
.That I’m much inclined to 
Reach a ripe old age—in short, 
Live until I’m ninety. 


Drop all that in time of war, 
Try not to regret it. 

Dreaming of long life in store? 
Orders are—forget it! 


Year of storm. The wheel has turned. 
Now we’re answerable 

For the people, for the land, 

All that’s good and noble. 


Each Ivan and each Foma, 
Live or dead, together 
In and of this land we are, 
Russia, now and ever. 


And, since that means you and me, 
Let me put it clearly, 
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Ham 3 9TOH KyTeEpbMBI 
Hexy4a mogaTsca. 


Ty?T He cKaxkellb: A—He 4, 
Huvuero He 3Hab, 

He gokaxkellb, 4TO TBOA 
Hprue xaTa C kpao. 


He Bpeank Te6e pacuer 
ZlyMaTb B O{HHOUKYy. 
bom6a—<aypa. Tlonager 
Caypy psMo B TOUKy. 


Ha Boltne ce6a 3a6yap, 

Tlomuyu uecTb, O4HaKO, 

Paucb AO 4eAa—Tpydb Ha rpydb, 
Ajpaka— 3Ha4HT, Apaka. 


VW mpu3HatTb He npemuny, 
Alam cBo1w OIeHKy, 

Tyr He To, 4To B CrapwHy,— 
CreHkKoW Ha CTeHKy. 


TyT He TO, 4roO Ha KyAak: 
Tlorasqum, uel aloxe,— 
Al cka3aa Obl Aaxke Tak: 
TyT ropasqo xyxe... 


Hy, 4a 4TO 0 TOM cyqguTb,— 
AcHO Bce JO TOUKH. 

Hago, 6patupi, Hemya 6uTh, 
He 4aBaTb oTcpouKn. 


Pa3 BowHa—mpo Bce 3a6yqp 
VW sneuats ue BIIpaBe, 
Co6upaacsa B AOArMi Nyt, 
jan mpuKa3: «Orcrasutp!» 


CKOABKO *KHA— Ha TOM KOHeEH, 
Or xaonot cBpo6ogeu. 

VW roraa tr1—Tor 6oen, 

Uro aaa 608 rogeu. 
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There’s no hidey-hole where we 
Can escape this mélée. 


No use saying, “I don’t know 
Anything about it. 

It’s your scrap, not mine, and so 
Pll get by melee ate’ 


No use sitting on the fence, 

Quietly introspective. 

Bombs are stupid. They come down, 
Hit you irrespective. 


Do not think of self in war, 
Strive for honour in it, 

And, if there’s a fight in store, 
Fight it out and win it. 


But the time—I must be frank— 
Has been long since over 

When two armies, rank on rank, 
Marched against each other. 


No, war’s not a boxing match 
Just to see who’s tougher: 

I would even say this much: 
Nowadays it’s rougher. 


But, when all is said and done, 
No one would contest it: 
Brothers, we must beat the Hun 
Giving him no respite. 


Drop all else in time of war, 
Try not to regret it. 

Dreaming of long life in store? 
Orders are—forget it! 


Young or old, so what! You’re free 
From your former worries, 

And a soldier you can be, 

Fit for active service. 
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Vi nokgeutb B orons aw6oit, 
BarnoAHHIb 3aayy. 

HW srasquinb — ene *xuBOH 
byeuib caM B mpHgayy. 


A 3aCTHTHeT CMepTHErii yac, 
SuHaunt, HOMEP BBIIIeA. 

B pudmy uro-Hu6yab mpo Hac 
Tlocae Hac Hanumyr. 


Iycrb npuspyt xorb Bo cro Kpat, 
MbI kK TOMy ToTOBHI, 

Aub 651 4eTu, TOBOpAT, 

Baran 651 3AOPOBBL... 
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Under heavy fire, be brave, 
Carry out your mission, 

And if you come out alive, 
Well, you’ve earned remission! 


If death strikes you down in time, 
Then it’s up, your number. 

They will write of us in rhyme 
When we're six feet under. 


Let them burble as they will; 
Still they can’t upset us, 

If our kids are fit and well, 
Then that’s all that matters. 


62 


TEPKHH PAHEH 


Ha Mormanr, PBI, KaHaBBl, 
Ha Kay6KM KOAIOUKH pxKaBoii, 
Ha noaa, XOAMBI — ABIPABOH, 
UsyseyenHoit 3eman, 

Ha 60A0 THEI Aec KOPABBIH, 
Ha kycrsI—cuera aeran. 


UV rycroui no3semKonhk 6eaok 
Betep moae 3aBoaox. 
Bpwra B Tpy6ax o6ropeanrx 
Saryaeaa y AOpor. 


VY 8 cnerax Hel pOXO4AMMBIX 
Oru MHpHBIe Kpaa 

B sty namMatuyio 3MMy 
Opy4uiinnm naxan AbBIMOM, 
He Aw ACKUM JABIMKOM 2KHABA. 


V1 B aecax, Ha Mep3aoit Tpyae, 
Ilo 3emasHKam 663 orHeH, 
Bo3ae TauKos u opyauii 

VM npocryxenusix Konelt 


TYORKIN WOUNDED 


On the mounds of graves, on ditches, 
On half-rusted barbed-wire stretches, 
On the hills, on open patches 

Of the mangled countryside, 

In the marshy woods, on bushes— 
See the snows of wintertide. 


And the ground-wind swathes the meadows 
In a white, impervious shroud; 

Blizzards boom in gutted chimneys 

Down along the empty road. 


Locked in snowdrifts quite impassable, 
These once quiet and peaceful lands 

All this winter unforgettable 

Reeked of smoke from guns innumerable, 
Not of smoke from ingle brands. 


And in dug-outs with no heating, 

In the woods, on icy snows, 

By their tanks and field-guns waiting 
hile the patient horses froze, 
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Ha Bote scrpeyaau AioAzu 
Ajoaruii cueT HOueH u AHelt. 


WM auxon, HeujaqHo CTYKU 
He 6panuau, Kak HH 3a: 
Aumb 651 Hemyy 651A XyKe, 
O ce6e au peub Tam maa! 


Hi xeaaa nam ao6ppii napens: 
Ilycrb noMep3HeT HeMey-bapuH, 
Hemey-6apuu He IIpHBBIK, 
Pycckwit crepmMT— OH My2KHK. 


IlyMHBIM XAOTIOM pykKaBHUHEM, 
TonotTHeiH mo yeaHHe 
CnosapauHky feub o6praHplii 
HauauHaacs Ha BolHe. 


UyTb BHACH AbIMOK HECMeABIi, 
Oxupaa KocTep C Tpyjom, 

B saxonteani 6ak rpemeaa 
Viz peapa Boga co AbgoM. 


YTOMACHHBIE HOYAEFOM, 

tau 6oHup u3 Bcex 6epaor 
l'perpca Gero, MbITBCH CHeroM, 
CHeroM >XeCTKHM, KaK TI€coK. 


A TlOTOM—FryCbKOM T10 CTexKKe, 
Co6awaan cBoii weped, 

Koreaku 3a6paB 4 AOKKH, ~ 

K KyXHAM II€A 3a B3BOJOM B3BOd. 


Cyn gocsira, uaii yo noTa,— 
JKU3Hb Kak 2KH3Hb. 

HM onarp Boiina— pa6ora: 
— Cranosucp! 


* * * 


Bcaeg 3a poroit Ha onyuKy 
TepkuH ABWKeTCA C KaTyuIKOit, 
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Soldiers learnt the tedious wartime 
Count of endless nights and days. 


Yet the cold, however evil, 

None of them saw fit to curse, 
ust as long as Fritz was finding 
hings considerably worse. 


For the lads were thinking: please, 
Let the German lordling — 
Fritz won’t find it very pleasant, 
Ours can take it—he’s a peasant. 


Army mittens loudly slapping, 
Tramp of boots on fallow ground— 
Every routine day in wartime 
Started with those early sounds. 


Lazy whisps of smoke upcurling, 
Flames fanned up from embers pale... 
Into sooty cauldron tumbled 

Ice and water from the pail. 


Underslept and tired, the soldiers 

Crawl] from lairs on every hand, 

Run for warmth, and wash themselves in 
Snow as harsh and dry as sand. 


Then they file along the footpath 
In strict order, taking turns, 
Spoons and mess-tins at the ready, 
For the kitchens, by platoons. 


Full of soup, with hot tea sweating— 
War or no war, men must eat. 

Then it’s back to routine duties— 
“On your feet!” 


* *F * 


Following his unit, Tyorkin 
With a drum of wire is working, 


ee CCr—“—CiC 
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PasBopaquBaet CHacTb,— 
IIpuxasaau A€AaTbh CBA3b. 


Porta roAoBbI NpHrHyaa.- 
Cuer yepueert oT orna. 


Tepkun KpyTut: — Tyaa, Tyaa! 
TyAa, CABINIMIN TH MeHaA? 


Tloamurnys 6oii1am yKpaqxKon: 
Moa, y Hac 4a He nongzeT,— 
AlyHya B Tpy6xy aaa NOpAAKy, 
Komanaupy moaaer. 


Komangupy sce B NpvBEaKy ,— 

Toaoc B TOPCTOUKy, Kak CHM4Ky 

Tpy6xy KHH3y, Aer 604KOM, 
To6 mo03emMKoli He 3aayao. 

Bce 8 nopsaxe. 

eS ee Tyaa, 

Tlomorute oronpxom... 


He pacckaxemb, He onumenb, 
UTo 3a *xKH3HR, kKorga B 6010 
3a 4y%KMM OrHeM paccABMHm 
APpTHAAepH cBOW. 


Bo3ayx KpyTo 3apupas, 
C Hegaaexoit orHesoti 
AxHeT, axuer MIOAKOBas, 
Sanoer Hag roaopoit. 


A c nosuunii OT AaACHHBIX, 
Cpasy 6yaro 681 He B Aad, 
Yxunet BAPy! AMBH3HOHHOH 
Ao6pot MatymxKn CHapag. 


UV noizer, MowzeT Ha CAaBy, 

Kak u3 ropua, %KaPOM AYTh, 

C soem, c Busrom meneaaBM 
PacuumjaTb mexote IlyTb, 

burp, AoMaTb u ENE B OKpyxXky. 


AlepesymrKka? — Aepesymny. 
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In accordance with instructions 
Laying down communications. 


All the Company keep their heads down. 
Black the snow with enemy fire. 

Tyorkin cranks the handle: “Tula, 

Tula, Tula, are you there?” 


He winks slyly at his comrades: 
“Thought you said it wouldn’t go!” 
Blows discreetly down the mouthpiece, 
Passes it to the CO. 


And the CO, practised, calm, 
Cups his voice inside his palm, 
Like a match, lies low for cover, 
Back turned to the icy breeze. 
Yes, it’s working! 

“Tula, please, 

Send a - of barrage over!” 


There’s no telling, no describing 
What it feels like when you hear 
Your own guns above the enemy’s, 
Thundering, booming in the rear. 


From the regimental gun lines 

Not so very far away, 

Shells come whizzing steeply upwards, 
Sighing, singing on their way. 


From the grand old parent unit, 
Out of tune with all the rest, 
Comes a whoosh! as the Division 
Sends one over of the best. 


On to glory it goes sailing, 

On, to breathe its flames of wrath, 
Howling, keening, whining, wailing, 
Clearing for the troops a path, 

All around it smashing, burning, 
Villages to rubble turning, 
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flom—tak gom. Banugam — 6anHAax. 
Bpeuib, He BEICHAMUIb — orga! 


A else OCTaACa KTO Tam, 
SanopomenHsrit meckom? 
Tlorogu, BctaeT nexora, - 
{jai 4octaTb Te6s wWITBIKOM. 


Bcaeg 3a poToio crpeaKozoit 
Tepkuu Aaabuie TAHET DBpoBog. 
B3B04— 3a BaAOM OFHEBBIM, 
Tepkuu c xOdy — BCAed 3a B3BOJ0OM, 
TonutT nposog, TOHHO B BOA, 
/KuB-340poB u HEBpeguo. 


Bapyr 43 KycTHKOB KOPABBIX, 
B3psiTbx, BCHaxaHHBIXx KpyroM,— 
Yox! —cuapag 3a BCNbILIKOH pao; 
TepkHH ToT¥aC B CHer—HHUKOM. 


Baaaca BrAy6b, AexUT—HeE AbIIMHT, 
CaM He 3HaeT: 2KHB, y6uT? 

Bcei cnunHoli, Bceit Komei CABILUHT, 
Kak cHapag B CHeTy DIMMNT... 


XBOCT opeqHH — cepgue 6netca. 
Pacctaetca c Teaom Ayx. 

«UToO *& OH, 4EPT, ACHKUT— HE PBETCA, 
JKAaTb MHE GoOABIE HeJOcyr». 


IIpunogusact —raaHya Koco. 
Ou nouTy y camprx HOT — 
Taagkuns, KPyrAbli, TYMOHOCHIE, 
VM uaa HUM — CbIPOH JAbIMOK. 


Cxoapxko 6 ayumi ppanya Ha BBIOpoc 
Bor TaKkoit aypak caenoti 
Heussectuoro kaau6pa— 

C mopocenka na y6oit. 


OrasHyAca Boposaro, 
Moqusuaca —cmex 1 rpex: 
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Hamlet, house, or parapet... 
Useless—you'll surrender yet! 


Is there someone lying low there, 
Covered by a shower of grit? 
Wait until our lads with bayonets 
Come and get you out of it! 


And the men go into action 
With the barrage for protection, 
Tyorkin bringing up behind; 
Seemingly inviolable, 

Gavettilly unreeling cable, 

As a fisherman his line. 


Rusty flash among the bushes 
On the shell-torn, pitted ground, 
And a shell lands with a wallop. 
Tyorkin hits the snow face down, 


Burrows deep and lies, scarce breathing. 
Still alive? He doesn’t know. 

Gooseflesh at the sound of something 
Hissing near him in the snow. 


Craven panic. Heart thumps wildly. 
Soul anal flesh part company. 

“Won't the blasted thing go off, then? 
Can’t lie here all day,” thinks he. 


Half-erect, he twists his head round. 
Yes—just by his feet—it’s there! 
Round and smooth and snubby-snouted, 

Smoking damply in the air. 


Many souls could be sent packing 
By that blind and stupid beast 
Of the calibre uncertain, 

Like a piglet for a feast. 


Tyorkin warily looks round him, 
Bursts out laughing. What d’you know! 
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Bce kpyrom aexar pe6arTa, 
3akonaBIIMCh HOCOM B CHer. 


Tepkuu BCcTaA, TaKOH Au yxapb, 
Otpaxnyaca, IIPHHAA BHA: 

— aTHT, XAOMUBI, 3EMAIO HIOXaTb, 
He rogutca,— TrOBOpHT. 


Cam cTouT C BOpoHKOii pagom 
Wey xaonyes Ha BHAy, 
Osparxc. K TOMY CHapaay, 
CnpaBHua Maayio HYyxKAY... 


Bugut Tepkun norpe6ymixy — 
He orryga ab nywiKa 6per? 
Ilepeazaa 6oHyam KaTymMIKy: 

— Bsi—snepeg. A a—s o6xo4. 


C xogy ABHHYA B ABepb rpanaroit. 
CnppirayA BHH3, Mpomaa B ABIMy. 
— Oguyepsi u coagaTH, 

Bsixogu 0 OfHOMYy!.. 


Tuurmua. Iloaocka csera. 
UTo Tam Aaabule — noraaquo. 
Hukoro, noxoxe, HeTy. 
Huxoro. VW a ogun. 


Iya pasppiBos, CAOBHO B 604Ke, 
Oraaerca B ray6une. 
Aero Apaub: Apyrue TouKH 
Bpwr no 3anston. Io mune. 


BbwoT HemAoxo, copy Hery. 
Ao6prm CAoBOM NoMAHM 
XOTb 3a TO, ¥TO Norpe6 stor 
IIlpouno cazeaaan onu. 


IIpowHo caeaaau, HagexHo— 
TyT He TO 4TO BOeRaTS, 

Tyt, pe6ara, vai nuts MOXKHO, 
Crenrasety BbitlycKarTb. 
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All the lads are lyin round him 
With their faces in the snow. 


Up gets Tyorkin, dusts the snow off 
With a most superior air. 

“No use grovellinig on the ground, lads, 
That won’t get you anywhere.” 


There he stands beside a‘crater 

And, in full view of them all, 

Turns towards the shell close by him, 
And obeys a natural call... 


Tyorkin spots a kind of cellar: 

That's the gun-site there, maybe. 

Gives his mates the coil. “Keep moving, 
While I double round,” says he. 


Then he lobs one through the doorway. 
Smoke and dust hide him from view. 
“German officers and rankers, 

Come out singly, all of you!” 


Silence. Strip of light below there. 
Better look inside and see. 

Not a sign of anybody. 

Not a soul in here. Just me. 


Then the cellar, like a barrel, 
Booms, reverberates within. 
This is bad. One gun-site taken, 
Now there’s others ranging in.... 


Bang on target! Must admit it— 
Give Fritz credit where it’s due— 
When he built this place, he made it 
To withstand a thing or two. 


Yes, he built it good and solid, 
Not for fighting in at all. 

You could organise a buffet, 
Run off news-sheets for the wall. 
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OcmoTpeaca, TOUHO B xaTe: 
Ileuka Tenaaa B yray, 
BaAOAb CTeHbI HAYT NOAaTH, 
bavku, CKASHKM Ha TIOAy. 


HenpuepruHpii, HemOoxoxKni 
Alyx o6suMTOrO *RUAbA: 
Ta6axy, ofexu, KoKU 
VY coagatcxoro 6eaba. 


Cuosa cynytca? Hy uTo xe, 
B o60ponHe HEIHYe — #... 

Ha mpueae Bxog U4 BBIXO4, 
{lpe rpaHaTsi 10g pyKoi. 


Cmoak oroup. VM craao Tuxo. 
VM uayt—ogun, Apyrou... 


Tepkun, cro. /[pmmu posuee. 
Tepxun, 6anuxKe nognycru. 
Tepxun, ueasca. bert BepHee, 
Tepxun. Cepaue, He uactu. 


Paccka3aTb 6bI BaM, pe6sta, 
XOTb HE Bepb rAa3aM CBOUM, 
Kak HeMel|KOrO CoAgaTa 

B aByx Warax BHAaA *KUBBIM. 


Ilogxoqua on B 4eM-TO 6e,0m, 
HakAOHUMBUIMCh OT OFHA, 

VM kak 6yaro geno geaaa: 
Iea Ko MHe — yOHTb MeHS. 


B sTOT poBHK, TOUHO C Te4Ku, 
Craa cnyckaTbca Ha 3ady... 


Tepkun, Apyr, He gait ocean. 
Il ponagent>,— umeii B BuAy. 


3a ceKyHay AO pasppisa, 

SHaTb, XOTEA 10gaTb IpuMep: 
IIpamo B pOBHK COpHrHyA %*KHBO 
B moayury6ke ofuyep. 
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Cosy as a country cottage, 

Corner stove still warm, what’s more; 
Bunks along the wall for sleeping, 
Jars and bottles on the floor. 


Never seen a dug-out like it; 
Smells so warm and lived-in here.... 
Piles of clothes, tobacco, leather, 
Army issue underwear... 


Will they sneak back in? All right, then, 
I'm the one in charge this time. 
Tommy-gun aimed at the doorway, 
Two grenades to hand, both primed.... 


No more shelling. Sudden silence. 
Here’s the first ... one more behind.... 


Tyorkin, steady. Take it easy. 
Tyorkin, wait—don’t fire in haste. 
Tyorkin, aim. Don’t miss the target, 
Tyorkin. Heart, don’t beat so fast. 


I could scarce believe my eyes, lads, 
But it happened, true enough: 
There I saw a German soldier 
Large as life two paces off! 


Wearing something white, and charging 
Under fe with lowered head— 
Evidently meaning business— 

In a word—to shoot me dead. 


As from off the stove in winter, 
Down he slid on his behind.... 


Eb hee chum, you mustn’t miss him, 
Else you’re sunk—bear that in mind. 


Just before the bang resounded— 
Showing leadership, that’s clear, 
Down into the ditch there bounded, 
Sheepskin-clad, an officer. 
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VM noguaaca He3agerprit, 
Ifeannprt. Kaem 3a KOCHKOM. 
Oguyep— uz mucroaera, 
TepkuH— B MATKOe — WITBIKOM. 


Cam mpucea, mpucea THXOHBKO. 
Ilopeao ero aeroubxo. 
‘Tpouya tpaBoe maeuo. 

Pauen. Moxpo. Topauo. 


VM pykoli kocuyaca noaa: 
Kposb,— uyxaa HAb CBOA? 


Ty? kak 4acT BOAM3H TADKEABIi, 
Ak TlOABMHyAacb 3emaa! 


Bcaeg 3a HMM Apyroi yaapua, 
Mi Temuee craao Bapyr. 


«OTO— Halllu,— NOHAA 11apeHb,— 
Hamm 6ni01T,— reneps KaloK». 


Oraymenusiit Ta2KKUM ryAoM, 
‘TepkuH HHKHET roAoBon. 
Tyaa, Tyaa, uTo * THI, Tyaa, 
TyT xe cho 6oen *xHBOK. 


O# cuguT 3a cTeHKOLi A30Ta, 
Kposp Tevet, PpykaB Ha6pax. 
Tyaa, Tyaa, Heoxota 
Tlomupatp emy sor Tax. 


Ha noay B xoAogHOit aMe 
Heoxota Humouem 

Pu6uyts c MOKppIMM HoraMu, 
Co cBouM 60AbHEIM MAeuOM. 


JKaakO XKU3HH Toi, IIpuMaHKu, 
Maaoctb xouetca T1O2KHTb, 
XoOTb Norperbca Ha AexKaHKe, 
XOTb NOpTAHKM MpocymmMTo... 
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Quite unscathed, up leapt the German. 
Dodge behind the oe and wait! 

As the other fired his pistol, 

Tyorkin used his bayonet, 


And he sank, sank very slowly, 
Sitting down somewhat askew, 

And he felt his right-hand shoulder. 
Wounded. Warm. And sticky, too. 


Then he touched the ground beside him. 
Blood. But whose blood? Goodness knows! 


Then a heavy shell exploded, 
And the earth shook. That was close! 


Then a second heavy landed. 
All went darker than before. 


“Our artillery,” thought Tyorkin. 
“Now you've had it, mate, for sure!” 


Deafened by the racket, Tyorkin 

Bows his head in sheer despair. 

Tula, Tula, why d’you do it, 

When there’s one of yours down here? 


On the dug-out floor he huddles, 
Arm limp, bleeding steadily. 
Tula, Tula, calling Tula, 

This is not a way to die. 


Shivering in this blighted hell-hole, 
What a useless way to go, 

With a badly wounded shoulder, 

And with both your feet wet through. 


Leaving this sweet life so early, 
When you'd like a bit more time, 
ie to dry out on the stove-shelf, 
rape your puttees* on the line. 
* Probably the nearest equivalent to the portyanki or 
footcloths which the Russian soldiers wound round 


their feet and ankles in lieu of socks. They were war- 
mer and more practical in Russian winter conditions.— Tr. 
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Tepkuu cHuk. Tocka cornyaa. 
Tyaa, Tyaa... Wro x TH, Tyna? 
Tyaa, Tyaa. Dro x a... 

Tyaa... Poquua moa!.. 


x * 


A TeM 4acoM M34aAeka, 

Tayxo, Kak “3-04 3eMan, 
PoBHBIH, ApyKHbIM, TAKKUI POKOT 
Hagpuraaca, poc. C Boctroxa 
TaHkKu WAH. 


Huskorpy4piii, MAOCcKOAOHHHIE, 
OrtarueHHpii cam co6oit, 

C nymxKoi, B Ayuly HaBegeHHod, 
Crpauten Tank, WAyuHu B 6on. 


A 3a rpOxOTOM M rpoMoM, 
3a Opouel craabHo cugar, 
Ilo MecTam cuaaT, Kak 4oma, 
‘Tpoe-yeTBepo 3HaKOMBIX 
Hauiux crpwoKennix pe6ar. 


MM nycxalt B 6010 Bnepsuie, 
Ho pe6ara—cper npoiign. 
AOBAT B WJEAH CMOTpOBBIE 
Kpomky noaa Brepegu. 


Bugat— s3qpi6naca pas6uTHi, 
Pa3BoOpoueHHblit Hakar. 
Kpenko 6uro. [Jeab Haxppira. 
Hy, a Bapyr Kak Tam cugat! 


MoxerT 6nITB, IIpHTux AO cpoKa 
Y opyausa pacuer? 

PasBepHucb MalmMHa 60KomM— 
BpoxebortHpim mpuirever. 


Mau Hemer c apromatom, 
Ae3Tb Hapyy He Aypak, 

Tam CAeaMT 3a HallMM 6paTom, 
Bparkugaet. Kak ne tak 
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Tyorkin hangs his head, despairing. 
Tula, what’s come over you? 
Tula, Tula, Tyorkin calling... 
Tula.... Hometown, where are you? 


Meanwhile, with a distant growling, 
Muffled, as if underground, 

With a steady, thunderous rolling 
From the East the tanks came crawling 
Westward bound. 


Squat, flat-chested and flat-bottomed, 
Into battle rolls the tank, 

Terrible to see—its cannon 

Aiming at your soul point-blank. 


And, behind the armour plating 

And the din, quite snug in there, 

You might see them in their places, 
You might recognise their faces— 
Three or four with close-cropped hair. 


Though it’s their first taste of action, 
They’re not worried—not-a bit, 
Scanning the terrain before them 
Through the narrow viewing slit. 


And they see the shattered roof-beams 
Sticking up into the air. 

Knocked for six. Objective dealt with. 
Any signs of life down there? 


Is the gun-crew simply shamming, 

Lying doggo for a spell? 

Don’t swing sideways—they could slam us 
With an armour-piercing shell. 


Maybe with a sub-machine gun 
Fritz is down there, lying low, 
Following our movements, waiting 
For the moment.... Who’s to know? 
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{Boe BCAed 3a KOMAHAHPOM 
Buu3s—c rpaHaToii— BAOAb CTeHEI. 
Tumuua.— Yrabl TEMHEI... 


.— XAONUBI, 3aHATAa KBapTHpa,— 
CapimlaT BApyr 43 ray6uuEl. 

He o6man, He BpaxKbu DIyYTKH, 
Toaoc BnpaBgallnnii, poaHon: 
— Teccoane Bor yx cyTkKu 
Touka AaHHasd 3a MHON... 


B TeMHoTe, B yTAy KaMOpKH, 

Ha noay 6o0en B KpoBu. 

Kro taxon? Ho CMOAKHYA Tepxuu, 
Kak TaM XO4¥EllIb, Tak 30BH. 


OH A€XKUT C AHIIOM 3€EMAHCTHIM, 
He MopruHeT, XOTb rAa3 KOAH. ° 
B cambili Cpok ero TaHKHCTHI 
Tlogo6paan, mosesan. 


IlAa MauiMHa B CHEKHOH ABIMKe, 
Exaa Tepxuu 6e3 gopor. 

Mi Aepxan ero B O6HUMKy 
Xaoney — 6amrenupi crpeaok. 


YKPBIBaA CBOE OFExXOK, 
Tpea aprxaubem. He 6eaa, 

TO B raa3a ero, ObITh MOXET, 
He ysuaut HuKkoraa... 


CeeT npotiaqu,—nurge He cBmyemth, 
He cay4aaocb BHAeTbh MHE 
Z\pyk6s1 Tou cBaATeH u 4dHIe, 

Uro 6n1BpaeT Ha BOHHE. 


OO ee 
— 99 


Two men follow their commander 
With grenades along the wall. 
Dark inside. No sound at all. 


“Sorry, lads, this flat’s been taken,” 
Someone there is heard to call. 

That’s no trick or hanky-panky. 

But a real live Russian voice. 
“I’ve held out a day and night here. 
Come on, lend a hand, you boys!” 


In the darkness in the corner 
Lies a soldier drenched in blood. 
Who is he? He doesn’t answer. 
Useless trying—it’s no good. 


Ashen-faced, he lies unmoving, 
Doesn’t even blink an eye. 

In the nick of time they found him, 
Hauled him in, drove him away. 


Through a mist of snow they travelled, 
Not a sign of roads or farms. 

One of them, the turret-gunner, 
Cradled Tyorkin in his arms. 


Draped his sheepskin round him, warmed him 
With his breath, and felt no pain 

At the thought of never setting 

Eyes upon this man again.... 


I could search the wide world over 
All my living days, before 

I would see a thing more holy 
Than the comradeship of war. 
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O HATPAJE 


— Hert, pe6ara, a He ropapii. 
He 3aragqbipad Baas, 

Tak CKaxky: 344€M MHE OpdeH? 
Al coraaceH Ha Me€AaAb. 


Ha Megaab. VM To ne kK crexy. 
Bor 3aKoHaMaAn 6 Bony, 

Bor 651 B OTIYCK A WpHexaa 
Ha pogny cTopony. 


Byay Ab «HB euse! —Egpa an. 
yT BOWH, a He ragait. 

Ho ckamy HacueT Medaau: 

Mue ee Torga nogait. 


O6ecneub, pas A AOCTOHH. 
Vs nowATD BbI BCE JOAKHBI: 
Zero caMoe lIpocroe — 
Yeaobek pulled C BOHHEI. 


Bort mpuiea # c MOAycTaHKa 
B cBow pOauMbIM CeABCOBeT. 


ON MILITARY DECORATIONS 


No, lads, I’m not that conceited: 
Without looking far ahead, 

I'd say, why give me an Order, 
When a gong would do instead? 


Yes, a gong. All in good time, though. 
Wait until the war’s been won. 

Wait till I return on furlough 

To the place where I was born. 


Shall I live to see it? Hardly. 
Fight, don’t guess in time of war. 
Stull, I wouldn’t mind that medal, 
Afterwards, if not before. 


Pin it on me if I’ve earned it. 
Try to understand my point: 
Me, I’m just another soldier 
Home from fighting at the front. 


From the railway halt I’ve walked it 
To my local Soviet hall. 
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A puuea, a TyT ryaauKa. 
Her ryasuxu? Aaqno, Her. 


AB Apyro KOAXO3 uM B TpeTHii— 
Bca oxpyra Ha Buy. 

l'ge-nubyab 4 B CeABcoBerte 

Ha ryAsHKy nonmagy. 


M, aBuBIINch Ha BeyepKy, 
XOTb He ropgAHit GeaoBek, 
A 6 we cra KypuTb Maxopky, 
A gocraa 651 & «Ka36ex». 


VM scugea On 4, pe6ara, 

Tam kak pa3, Apy3ba MOH, 

Tae MaaAbyjom nog AaBKy TIpATaa 
Horu 6ocnie caon. 


Mi apmua 651 nanupocoii, 
Yroujaa 641 BCex BOKpyr. 
M wa Bcakue Bonpocsi 

Orseyaa 651 A HE Bapyr. 


— Kak, moa, aro? — Burspaao BCAKO. 
eee Bce xe? — Kak xkorga. 

—— MHoro pa3 XOqHA B aTaxy? 

— Ala, cayaanccn uuoraa. 


UV aesyonku wa BeyepKe 
Tlosa6nrau 6 Bcex pebsr, 
Toabko cAymaau 6 AeBUOHKH, 
Kak peMHM Ha MHe CKpHnar. 


Hi myrua 681 2 co BCeMH, 

V1 6n1aa 6 Mex Hux O4Ha... 

MV Megaan na 9To BpeMA 
Mue, Apy3ba, BOT Tak HyKHa! 


dKaeT A€BuOHKa, XOTb HE My4ait, 
Caosa, B3randaa TBOErO... 
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There should be a dance this evening... 
No? Well, I don’t mind at all. 


One kolkhoz and then another, 
Round the countryside I go. 
There must be a social evening 
Going on somewhere, I know. 


And, arriving at the party, 

Though not proud, as I’ve just said, 
I would never smoke makhorka, 

I'd produce Kazbeks* instead. 


And I'd sit myself right down, lads, 
There upon ae very seat 

Under which a little urchin 

Used to dangle two bare feet. 


And I'd puff away, and offer 
Cigarettes to all nearby. 

And to all the many questions 
With an air I would reply. 


apt how was it?” “Very varied.” 
“Was it tough, then?” “Well, so so.” 
“Did you charge the Germans often?” 
“Yes, we sometimes had a go.” 


And the young girls at the party 
Would forget the other boys, 
Thrilled to hear my straps of leather 
Creaking with a gallant noise. 


And I'd joke with all and sundry; 
But there’d be one in that throng.... 
And at such a moment, fellers, 

I'd be grateful for that gong! 


She’d sit fascinated, hanging 
On to every word of mine.... 


* High-quality Russian cigarettes.— Tr. 
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— Ho, mo3Boab, Ha 9TOT cayyan 
Opaex Toxe HuYerO? 


Bot cuqumib TH Ha BeYEpKe, 
VM aepuonKka—campiii oper. 


— Het,—cxasaa Bacnanii Tepxun 
Vi sagoxnya. VM cnosa:— Her. 
Het, pe6sara. Uro tam open. 

He 3araqbipan BAaAb, 

AK cKa3aA, ITO A HE ropAbli, 

Al coraaceH Ha Medaab. 


Tepkuu, Tepxkuu, AoOppiit Maaniit, 
ro TyT cMex, a 4TO newaab. 
Saragaa THI, Apyr, HeMaao, 
SaragqaA AaAeKO BAaAb. 


BblAM AMCTBA, CTaAM MOUKH, 
Tlouku craAHw BHOBb AHCTBOH. 

A He HOCHT MCem mo4Ta 

B xpait POAHOH CMOAeCHCKHH TROL. 


Tye Aepyonxkn, rze Bes Oe 
T'ge pogumpiit ceanconer: 
Suaemb cam, Bacuanit Tepxun, 
ro Tyga 4oporn Her. 


Hert 4oporu, Hety mpasa 
[lo6nreatTb B pogHom ceae. 


Crpammnpm 60% uger, Kposasniit, 
Cmeptunilt Goi He pagu cAaBHT, 
Paav *%KW3HN Ha 3eMAe. 
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“And you mean to say an Order 
Wouldn’t help at such a time? 


There you're sitting at the party, 
And she’s quite a peach, you know...” 


“No,” replied Vassili Tyorkin, 
Sighed, and then repeated, “No. 
No, lads. No need for an Order. 
Let’s not look too far ahead. 

I’m not proud, as I’ve just told you, 
And a gong would do instead.” 


Tyorkin, Tyorkin, decent fellow, 
e could laugh and we could cry, 
’ For ame looked into the future 
Farther. than a man should try. 


Leaves there were, and then the buds came, 
And the buds grew leaves in turn; 

Still no letters to the village 

Near Smolensk, where you were born. 


Where are all the girls, the parties, 
Where’s the rural eee too: 

You know well, Vassili Tyorkin, 
There’s no going back for you. 


There is no returning for ae 
To the village of your birth. 


Fight the battle grim and gory, 
Not for fame and not for glory, 
But for life upon this Earth. 
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TAPMOHBb 


Ilo Aopore npupoxtosoii, 
3anoxcaH, Kak B CTpow, 

Mea 60ey B WMHEAH HOBOH, 
ZloroHAA CBOK MOAK CTpeAKOBBIii, 
PoTy nepBy cBow. 


Ilea aerKo uw gaxe OpaBo 
Ilo npwunue no TaKoi, 
ro Maxaa cCBoewW MpaBoii, 
Kak H Ae€BOW pyKOH. 


Otaexaaca. Ja k TOMy Ke 
Ieakaa 10 Aecy Mopos, 
SalljeMAHA B TYTH BCE TyxXe, 
IlogroHsaa, N04 MBILIKH HEC. 


Bapyr—curnaa 3a MOBOpOTOM, 
Asepuy Bbi6pocua wodep, 
TopMo3nr: 

— Cagncp, tlexora, 
I}exu cHerom 651 HaTep. 


THE ACCORDION 


Down a road, in brand-new greatcoat, 
Somewhere near the front-line zone, 
As if for inspection belted, 

Goes a lad to join his unit, 

Rifle Company Number One. 


Goes he cheerly, goes he blithely, 
And the reason is quite plain: 
Healed, his right arm swings as freely 
As his left arm once again. 


And, what’s more, the frost is crackling 
In the trees beside the road, 

Stinging harder and yet harder, 
Spurring onward like a goad. 


Suddenly, a toot behind him. 
Leaning out, the driver brakes; 
Holds the door: 

“Quick, hop in, soldier. 
Get some snow and rub your cheeks. 
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L{janeko Ab? 

— Ha pont o6partuxo. 
ee BBIACYHA. 

— [louatuo. 

He repou? 

— Iloxamecr ner. 

— AloctaBaw Torga kucerT. 


Kypat, eayt. 'po6— gopora. 

ex Cyrpo6amu — TyHHEAb. 
UyTb Au 4TO, CBeEpHeMIb HEMHOTrO, 
Kak cBepHyA— CHMMait WIMHEAB. 


— Xopomio— kak eCTb Aonara. 
— Xopowmo, a To 6ega. 

— Xopouio—cson pe6bata. 

— Xopomo, ga kak korga. 


I'py30Buk rpeMuT TpexToHHIii, 
Bapyr KOAOHHa Bllepegu. 

byab TH NewiMi WAM KOHHBI, 
A Cc MallMHow— cTow wu «KH. 


C TOAKOM NOAB3yiica CTOAHKOI. 
Pasropop — He pa3rozop. 
Hakaonwaca Had 6apaHKoii,— 
CmMoak modep, 

SacHya modgep. 


CKOABKO CyTOK TIOAYCOHHEIX, 
CkOAbKO BepcT B nypre caenow 
Ha goporax 3aHeceHHEIx 

Ou ocTaBHA 3a coool... 


Or rayxow AecHou OnlyllkKH 

Ao HesuauMon pexu— 

Bcraau TaHKy, KYXHM, MYIKH, 
Taragn, rpy30BMKH, 
AerkoBble — KpHBO, KOCO, 

B psa, He B pad, Beped-Ha3a_, 
l'ycenmupi u KoAeca 

Ha cuery euje BuaxxKar. 
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“Going far?” 

“Back to my unit 

At the front. Arm hit.” 
SPeget- it: 

Hero, are you?” 

‘No, not yet.” 

“Then give us a Cigarette.” 


Smoke and drive. The road’s blue murder, 
yee a cutting through the snow. 

werve a fraction and you're in it: 
Greatcoats off and here we go! 

“Just as well you’ve got a shovel.” 
“Just as well. It would be hell.” 
“Just as well there’s those’ll help you.” 
“Some folks do. It’s just as well.” 


Onward roars the three-ton lorry, 
Till a convoy comes in view. 
Horse and infantry can skirt it, 
Lorries have to join the queue. 


Take advantage of the hold-up. 

Chat a bit ... well, hardly chat. 
Slumped across the wheel, the driver’s 
Passed out flat, 

Just like that. 


For how many hours, half-dozing, 
Never resting, on the go, 

Has the driver put behind him 

In all weathers through the snow.... 


From the outskirts of the forest 

To the unseen river, stand 

Ordnance, tanks, field kitchens, trailers, 
Tractors, lorries, cars —all jammed 
Higgledy-piggledy, this way, that way, 
Beer to Ae et front wa we 

While the tortured snow screams under 
Wheel and caterpillar track. 
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Ha mpocrope Betep pesox, 
30A MOpo3 B6au3u *Kexe;sa, 
Ayer B Ayuly, BxOgUT B rpyab— 
He AoTponsca Kak-Hubyap. 


— Bor 6eaa: Bo sceiit KoAoHHE 
SaBaAaweH HeT TrapMOHH, 
‘A MOpO3— HH CTaTb, HM CECTB... 


CuaA TepyarTKu, Tpet aagoun, 
CabiltHT BApyr: 
— TapMous-to ect». 


YMMHaa CHer 3€PHHCTHIH, 
Bnepemenky — aac He TAac— 
Bo3ae TaHKa 4Ba TaHKHCTa’ 
I'pewr Horn mpo sanac. 


— Y koro rapmonp, pe6sra? 

— Aa ona-To 3,ecs, OpaTox...— 
OrAsHyACH BHHOBaTO 

Ha spoantean CTPeAOK. 


— Tax cpirpats 61 Ha 4opoxky? 
— Aa cirpats—ouo He Bpeg. 

— B 4em xe geno? Una rapMOltka? 
— 4Uba 6n1aa, Toro, 6par, Her. 


Mf cka3aa ye BOAUTeAB 
Bmecto 4pyra cBoero: 
— Komanaup nam 651A Aw6uteas... 
CXxOpoHMAH, MBI ero. 


— Tak...—C neaosKow yani6xoii 
Tloraagea 6oen BOKpyr, 

CAOBHO OH KOrO oumH6Kon, 
Hexotsa o6ngea BApyr. 


Tloscuset octropoxuo, 

4Yro6 wa TOM NOKOHYHTE peub: 
— A canraa, chirpaTb-TO MoxHO, 
dlymaa, 4To x ee bepeuD. 
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And out here the wind’s pernicious, 
Close to iron, the frost is vicious. 

It can cut your chest in two; 

I'd stand back if I were you! 


“All this pile-up— nothing doing, 
And no spare accordion going. 
We'll get frozen, waiting here....” 


Peels his gloves off and starts blowing. 
“We've got one,” 
says someone near. 


Stamping down the powdery snowdust 
In a kind of hopping dance, 

By their tank, two shivering crewmen 
Warm their feet up in advance. 


“Well, who’s got the squeege-box, fellers?” 
“Why, we’ve got it here, inside....” 

And the gunner glanced round, shamefaced, 
At his driver by his side. 


“Shall I play one for the road, then?” 
“Play?... No harm in that, I’m sure....” 
“What’s the matter, then? Whose is it?” 
“He’s not with us any more....” 


Then the driver interrupted. 
“Our commander,” ventured he, 
“He was very fond of playing. 
We've just buried him, you see....” 


“Oh...” The soldier glanced around him, 
Smiled in his embarrassment, 

As if guilty of a blunder 

Where no real offence was meant. 


And, to smooth the matter over, 

He explained himself with care: 
“Thought it might be better played on, 
Than just lying idle there.” 
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A cTpeaok: 

— Bor B sto GamHe 

On cufea B 601 BYepalinem... 
Tpoe — 6n1AM MBI Apy3bA. 


— Ala HeAb3A Tak y2K HeAB3A. 

Al BeAb CaM IIOHATb yMew, 

Al Bropyw, Opat, BorHYy... 

VM panenue umen, 

VY KoHTy3H0 OfHy. 

Vi onatTb xe — nocygure — 
MoxetT, 3aBnTpa—c mecta B 60i... 


— 3Haelllb 4TO,—CKa3aA BOAUTEA,— 
Hy, chirpait THI, utyT c TO6oH. 


Cpa3y BHaHO— rapMoHucT. 
AG Hadaay, AAd MOpsAAky 
Kunya maablbl CBepxy BHHS. 


Toabko B38A 6oery Tpexpagky, 


Ilosa6nirni sepepencxuit 
Bapyr 3aBea, raasa 3aKPBIB, 
Cropousbl pogHow CMOACHCKOTI 
I'pycrusitt MaMATHBI MOTHB, 


VY or To rapMomKku crapoii, - 
UTo ocraaacb cupoTon, 
Kak-TO BApyr TemaAee cTaao 
Ha aopore ppoxtosoin. 


OT MalliMH 3aMHAeBeABIX 
Ilea Hapod, kak Ha OFOHb. 
VU Komy kKakoe geao, 

Kro urpaet, 4bA TapMOHB. 


TOABKO ABO€ TEX TAHKHCTOB, 
TOT BOAHTeAb U CTPeAOK, 
Bce rasqatT Ha rapMoHucta— 
CAOBHO 4TO-TO HEBAOMEK. 


Yro-to 4yautca pebaram, - 
B cHexHOK KpyTHTCA MBIAU. 


oo 
93 


Then the gunner: 

“He sat through it 

Yesterday up in that turret. 

We were all great friends, you know.” 


“Well, of course, then, it’s no go. 

I can guess just how you're feeling; 
This one is my second war. 

I've been wounded once in action, 
And I’ve been concussed, what’s more, 
And, who knows, tomorrow maybe 

Y'll be in it once again....” 


“Oh, well, blow you,” said the driver, 
“Go ahead and play it, then.” 


When our soldier took the accordion, 
It was clear he knew his stuff, 

As he ran his nimble fingers 

Down the studs to start things off. 


Eyes half closed, he played a haunting 
Melody, sad and forlorn, 

From somewhere around the country 
Near Smolensk, where he was born. 


And the ancient squeege-box, lonely 
For its master dead and gone, 
Warmed things up along the highway 
Somewhere near the front-line zone. 


From their lorries, white with hoarfrost, 
Soldiers poured, as to a fire. 

Who was playing whose accordion 
They could neither know nor care. 


Only two of them, the driver 

And the gunner, standing by, 
Stared and stared at the musician 
In a puzzled kind of way, 


As if they were seeing phantoms 
In the mists of whirling snow, 
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ByATO BuZeAMCh KOTJa-TO, 
CAOBHO rge-TO NOABE3 AH... 


V1, cMenuBuim naabybi 6nicTpo, 
Ou, Kak 6yaTo Ha 3aKa3, 

3AeCh MOBEA O Tpex TaHKUCTax, 
Tpex ToBpapuujax paccka3. 


He po Hux AH CAOBO B CAOBO, 
He 0 TOM Aw TeCHA BCA. 

VY snotynuancs cyposo 

B maAeMax KOKaHBIX Apy3ba. 


A Goel, 30BeT KyJa-TO, 
J\aaeKO, A€rKO BeJeT. 
— Ax, kako BbI Bce, pebata, 
Moaogou enje Hapog. 


Al He TO ene CKa3aa 651,— 
IIpo ce6s mo6epery. 

A He Tak enje chIrpaa 6n1,— 
JKaab, YTO AyuMe HE MOTY. 


Al 3a6bLACA Ha MMHYTKy, 
Saurpaaca Ha xoay, 

MM gapaiire a Ha wlyTKy 
Dro pce mepepesy. 


O6orpetica, MOTOAKaTBCA 
K rapMOHMCTy BCe HAyT. 
O6ctynawr. 

— Crore, 6parun, 
Ajalite Ha pyku nogyTs. 


— Ormopo3ma napens maabyEt,— 
Hao nomouyp cKopylo. 

— 3naemb, 6pocb THI 9TH BaABCHI, 
Ajaii-ka Ty, KOTOpyv... 


VY onatp goaon nepuarky, 
OrAsSHYACA MOAOALIOM 

Mi kax Oyaro Ty TpexpaaKy 
Tlopepxya apyrum KoHyOM. 
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As if they had met the player 
Somewhere not so long ago. 


He, with swift and nimble fingers, 
Started, as if by request, 

Playing of the three brave tankmen, 
Friends and comrades of the best. 


Yes, the song was all about them: 
Every detail, every word. 

Stern, those two in leather helmets 
Bowed their heads at what they heard. 


And the soldier worked his magic, 
Took them far away somewhere. 
“Oh, how young you are, you people, 
All you soldier boys out there! 


“I would say a lot more, really, 
But I'll keep it hid from you. 

I would play much better, truly — 
It’s the best that I can do. 


“I forgot myself completely. 
Guess the tune went to my head. 
That’s enough of being serious, 
Let’s have something gay instead.” 


All come running to the player 
For a warm and chat. They stand 
In a circle round him. 

“Hold it! 


Let me blow upon my hand!” 


“Diddums get himself frostbitten? 
Better call the ambulance!” 
“Listen, never mind those waltzes, 
How about a Russian dance?” 


Once again he peels his glove off, 
Glances challengingly round, 

Then he seems to turn that squeege-box 
Inside out‘and upside down. 
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Vs 3a6nITOo— He 3a6nITO, 
fla He BpeMa BCNOMUHATE, 
Tae 4 KTO AexKUT yOuTHit 
Vi komy ewe aexarts. 


VM komy TpaBy »xHBoMy 

Ha 3eMAe TOMNTaTb NOTOM, 

Ao *KeHsI Mpuiitu, 40 AOmy,— 
Tae *eHa 4 rge TOT Zom? 


Ilaacyubi Ha apy mapa 

C Mecta KHHYAMCA Bapyr. 
Sagpiiaa MOPO3HBIM TlapoM, 
Pasorpeaca TecHBI Kpyr. 


— Beceaen KPyKMTeCb, AaMbl! 
Ha HOcku He HacTynaT»! 


VW 6exur modep tor camuiit, 
Onacascb ono3aatTb. 


Ye Kopmnaey, yeit nouaey, 

Tae mpumeaca Ko aBopy? 
KpuKhyA TaK, 4TO paccTynMAncn: 
— Ajaiite mue, a To nompy!.. 


M nomea, nomea pa6orats, 
Hacrynas u rposs, 

Jia Kak BEIAYMae€T 4TO-TO, 
UTO MW BbICKa3aTb HEAB3A. 


CaoBHO B Mpa3qHHk Ha Bewepke 
Tloaosuysi rueT B u36e, 
IIpu6aytku, noropopKu 
CsinaeT nog Horn ce6e. 


Hogaer 3a wrykow wryxy: 
— Dx, *aab, 4TO HeTY CTyky, 
Ox, Apyr, 

Ka6pr cTyx, 

Ka6nt Bapyr— 

‘Momennitt Kpyr! 
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Yes, forget — It’s not the moment 

To remember anyway — . 
Who’s been killed and where he’s buried, 
Or whose turn will come next day. 


Who will live to tread the grasses 

On this Earth in time to come, 

-Go home to his wife and family — 
Where’s his wife, and where’s his home? 


And the dancers leave their places, 
Coming forward, pair by pair. 
Things warm up inside that circle, 
Breath steams in the frosty air. 


“Come on, ladies, spin more lively! 
Mind their toes, gents, as you go!” 


Look, here runs the lorry driver, 
. Desperate not to miss the show. 


Who’s this father of a family, 

. Like a bolt come from the blue, — 
Life and soul of all the og & 
Shouting, “Quickly, let me through!” 


In he goes to lead the dancing, 
Wags his head from side to side, 
Improvising steps and movements 
Quite impossible to describe, 


As if clumping round the dance-floor 
On a village holiday, 

Letting off a stream of wisecracks, 

' Gags and patter on the way. 


One crack follows on another: 
“What we need is floor-boards, brothers! 
Damn! Damn! 
[i can’t slam 
ith a wham — 
Bam-bam-bam! 
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Ka6nl BaAeHKU OTOpocntTs, 
Tlogkopatca Ha KabayK, 
IIpuneyatats Tax, 4r06 cpasy 
Ka6ayxy Tomy — Kaiox! 


A rapMOHb 30BeT Ky4a-TOo, 
{javeKo, A€TKO BeAET... 


Het, Kako BHI BCE, pe6ata, 
Y AMBUTeABHEIL Hapo4. 


XoTb 6b uTo pe6atam oTuM, 
C Mecta—B Body u B OFOHB. 
Bce, uro Mower 6nITb Ha CBETE, 
XoTb 6bl drO—ryguT rapMonp. 


.BsrropapuBaet 4ncto, 

Zo Aywu Aouocut 3BYK. 

VM sckasaau aBa TaHKucTa 
Tapmouucty: 

— 3uaeMls, apyr... 

He 3HaKOMbI Ab MBI C TO6O10? 
He te6a an 9TOo, 6par, 
UrTo-To noMuNTcH, 43 602 
AlocTaBASAM MBI B CaH6aT? 


Bca B kposy 6n1Aa ogexa, 
Vs mpocwa Ts nHTb Ja MTD... 


IIpurayuma rapMous: 
— Hy auto me, 
Ouenb Jaxe Moxer 6nITD. 


— Ham Tenepp crostTs B pemoute. 
Y re6a MapwipyT unoii. | 

— 10 To1n0. 

— A rapMonp-to, 

SHaelb 410,—6epu c coboii. 


3abupait, urpaii B oxory, 

B oTOM gene TH MacTak, 

Beceau cBow nexoty. 

— Uro Bal, xaonubl, Kak Ke Tak?.. 
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“What we want is heels of metal 
Nailed on each and every boot! 
Then we’d stamp in fine old fettle 
Till our heels were all kaput!” 


And the music works its magic, 
Takes them far away somewhere. 


“Oh, you are such marvellous people, 
All you soldier boys out there! 


Send them all through fire and water, 
Yet, wherever they may be, 

You will hear an old accordion 
Wheezing out some ‘melody. 


And its voice is pure and simple, 
And your heart thrills to the sound. 
Then the gunner and the driver 
To the player: _. ’ 
“Listen, friend, 
Don’t we sort of seem to know you? 
Was it you, as we recall, 

That we drove away from battle 

To the Army hospital? 


“Yes, your uniform was bloody, 
You were thirsty as can be....” 


Sudden silence. “Now you say so, 
There’s a chance that it was me....” 


“We'll be held up on repair work, 
You'll be pushing on, of course.” 

“True enough.” 

“Then here you are, mate, 

You can take that box. It’s yours. 


“Play it when the fancy takes you. 
Youre an expert, anyway. 

Keep your comrades in good spirits.” 
“Boys, you can’t mean what you say!” 
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— Hasero,— cxa3aa BoguTeab,— 
Tak u 6yger, Huuero.” 
Komanaup Haul 6nA Ajw6uTeAs, 
DrO— NaMATb po Hero... 


Mc onymKu orgaaennoii 
Mi3-3a THCAYH KOAeC 

M3 kona B KOHeI, KOAOHHEI: 
«Ilo MamimMHam! » — aouecaocn. 


VM onatp ysaan, B3rOpKH, 
Cuer aa €akH c AByX CTOpOH... 
Eger gaabme Baca Tepkuy,— 
Dro 6bIA, KOHEGHO, OH. 
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“Not to worry,” said the driver. 
“We've made up our minds, you see. 
Our commander loved his music; 
Keep that in his memory....” 


From the fringes of the forest, 
As a thousand engines roared, 
Echoing up and down the convoy 
Came the order, “All aboard!” 


Hills and vales again, and snowdrifts, 
And the highway flanked with firs. 
On he rides, Vassili Tyorkin — 

Him and no one else, of course! 
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ABA COAAATA 


B mone Bbwra-3aBupyxa, 

B Tpex Bepcrax ryquT Botina. 
Ha mean B u36e cTapyxa, 
Aleq-X03AMH y OKHa. 


PByTCA MHHBI. 3ByK 3HaKOMBIii 
OrsbiBaeTca B CHuMHe. 

DTo 3Ha4HT — TepkuH Joma, 
TepkHH CHOBa Ha BOHHe. 


A cTapuk kak 6yqTo yxom 

Ilo mpussrake He Bezer. 

— Hepeaet! Aexu, crapyxa— 
Vian ckaxer: 

— Hegoaet... 


Ha neun, sa6upmiucr B yroa 
Ta caequT ucnogTuniKa 

C yBaxUTeEABHBIM HCIyroM 
3a MOBagaKoH crapuka, 


> 


TWO SOLDIERS 


Blizzard whirling round the cabin, 
Din of war just three versts off. 
Grandpa’s sitting by the window, 
Grandma’s puddled. on the stove. 


Shells exploding; noise familiar 
Tingling up and down the eee: 
Meaning, Tyorkin’s back on home ground, 
Tyorkin’s in the wars again. 


Veteran Grandpa just ignores it, 
Doesn't seem to give a hoot. 

“Overshoot! Lie down, old lady!” 
Or: “That was an undershoot....” 


Shrinking back into the corner, 
She’s as quiet as a mouse, 
Suddenly grown deferential 
To the master of the house, 
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C keM KHAa— He yBaxkaaa, 
C xem 6pannaacb Ha neu, 
OT koro BAaAM JepxKana 
Ilo xo3avicTBy BCe KAIOUH. 


A crapHk, OJeBINHCcb B my6y 
VB o4Kax MOJCeB K CTOAY, 

Kak OT KAIOKBbI, KPHBHT ry6p1 — 
Tount crapylo MHAy. 


— Bor ne pexeT, TOUMMb, TOUNIIS, 
He 6epet, Hy 4TO TH xoueltD!..— 
TepKuH BCTaA: 

— A moxeT, Jed, 

Y Hee pa3Bofa HeT? 


Cam may 6eper: 

— A Hy-ka...— 

V1 8B pyKax ero mMAa, 
TouHo NOAHATaA WykKa, 
OctTpov cnHHKOM MoBeaa. 


Tlopeaa, NOBHCAa KPOTKO. 
Tepeae Wy PpHTCA: 

— Hy, sor. 

Tloumu-Ka, Jed, pasBodKy, 
Mul eff cqeAaeM pa3Bod. 


IlocMoTpeTb— x TO oTpagHO: 
GaBaaAailjad MMAa 

Tak-TO AagHO, TaK-TO CKAaAHO 
Y Hero B pyKax Mpomtaa. 


O6epHyaach — H TOTOBO. 

— Ha-xo, Jed, 6epu, cmoTpu. 
byJer pesaTb ayume HOBO, 
SpA HHCTpyMeHT He KOpH. 


VU xo3avH BHHOBAaTO 

Y 6orya GepeT nMaAy. 

— Bot 470 3Ha4UT MBI, COAAaTHI,— 
Craput 6epexuo B yray. 
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Whom she’s never much respected, 
Whom she’s quarrelled with night and day, 
And from whom she’s long since taken 

All the household keys away. 


Grimacing as at the flavour 

Of unsweetened cranberry juice, 
He’s at table— fur coat, specs on — 
Sharpening a saw. No use. 


~Drat this blade! I’ve sharpened, sharpened, 
Still the wretched thing won’t bite.” 
Tyorkin says: 

“It could be, Grandad, 
You've not got the teeth set right.” 


_ Then he takes the saw from Grandpa 
And the blade on the incline 
Like a pike fished from the river 
Curves its long and narrow spine. 


Curves and hangs there unprotesting. 
Tyorkin frowns. 

“Hi'm, yes, I see.... 

Find the setter for me, Grandpa, 
And we'll fix it properly.” 


And it is a joy and pleasure 
i to see what Tyorkin’s made, 
ith a few adroit adjustments, 

Of that almost useless blade. 


He transformed it, as by magic. 
“See? Now that would put to shame 
Any new one. Doesn’t pay, Dad, 
Saying that the tool’s to blame.” 


Grandpa takes the saw from Tyorkin, 
Guilt is written on his face. 

“That's the stuff, men! Up the Army!” 
And he stands it in its place. 
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A cTapyxa: 

— Caa6 raa3amn. 

Crap rogaMu MOH COAAaT. 
Ilorasgea 651, 4TO C 4acamH, 
C Tow BOHHEI elle CTOAT... 


CHAA "ach, TAAAMT: MalliMua, 
TouHO MeAbHHIa, B IIbIAM. 
IlaytuHamMu py2kHHbI 

Ilayku o6B0A0KA. 


Vx nmopecua B xaTe HOBO 
Jlea-coAgaT AaBHbIM-AaBHO: 
Ha creue IIpOcTow cocHoBol 
Tak H CBeETHTCA DATHO. 


OcmotTpesB 4acbhi AeTaAbHO,— 
Bce »* 4achI, a HE IMMAa,— 
Mactep Tuxo 4 MedaAbHO 
Ilocpuctea: 

— JTaoxu geaa... 


Ho ky4a-To WIMABIeM cyHyA, 
YTO-TO BBICMOTPeA B TIBIAM, 
BuyTpb KyJa-To AyHyA, MAIOHYA,— 
4ro TH AyMaeith,— noman! 


KpyTur crpeaky. CTaBHT MATH, 
Yac— Apyroi, Bnepeg— Ha3aq. 

— Bor 4To 3Ha4uMT MBI, COAAaTH,— 
IIpocaeswaca Jeq-coagat. 


Alea pacrporan, a crapyxa, 
OTCAOHHB AaJOHbIO yxoO, 

C meaKu caynraer: 

— ayn! 

— Hy w napeus, ny u myr... 


Yaupasetca. A napexb 
YcayKUTb else HE IIpoub. 

— Moxer, caao Hago *KapuTh? 
Tak ONATb MOTy MOMO4b. 


TUTE SSSR eee 
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Then says she: 

“My soldier laddie 

Can’t see proper any more. 

Try that clock. It’s not been going 
Ever since the other war....” 


Tyorkin takes it down, looks at it.... 
Innards dusty as a mill, 

Choked with spiders’ webs cocooning 
Spring and pinion, cog and wheel. 


Years ago, in their new cabin, 
Grandpa we that clock up there. 
You can see the plain pine gleaming 
On the patch of wall left bare. 


Careful, Tyorkin looks it over — 
It’s a clock and not a saw — 

Soft and low our expert whistles: 
“Goodness, this is pretty poor!” 


But he pokes an awl inside it, 

Seems to find what’s wrong. He blows, 
Then he spits on something in there, 
And— you'll never guess— it goes! 


Then to five o’clock he sets it, 
Forward, back again he tries. 

“That’s the stuff, men! Up the Army!” 
There are tears in Grandpa’s eyes. 


He’s much moved. She, with a stare, 
Cups her hand behind her ear. 
“Why, it’s going! Well I never! 
Bless the laddie— he’s right clever!” 


She’s amazed. As for the laddie, 
He’d like something else to do. 
“If I fried some of your bacon, 
Would that be a help to you?” 
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Ty? _crapyxa 3acTowaaa: 
— Caao, caao! Tge Tam caao... 


Tepxkuu: 
— Ba6xa, caao 34ecp. 
He 651A Hemel] — 3Ha4HT, ecTD! 


VM sao6asna, Bapkugaa, 
Tasga nog Horn ce6e: 

— Xouem, 6a6xKa, yragaio, 
Tae AexuT OHO B 436e? 


Ba6ka oxHyAa TpeBoxHo, 
3aBO3HAaCb Ha Mean. ’ 

-— Bor c to60w, pa3Be MOxKHO... 
Tlomoaun yx, NOMOAGH. 


A X03AHH IAyTOBaTO 

Tocta 104 AOKOTb THIIKOM: 

— Bort 4To 3Ha4HT MBI, COAAaTHI, 
A Bedb CaAO M104 3aMKOM. 


Kaw crapyxa JoAro maput, 
Ae3eT ¢ Me4KH, CaAO *KapuT 
VU, crpagaa 4o Konya, 
Pa36uBaeT ABa Alia. 


Dx, auuHnya!l 3akycKn 
Het novesHeli M mpounelt. 
Tfoaaraetca no-pycckn 
BpinuTb vapKy nepeg Heli. 


— Hy, xo3aun, MOHEMHOKKY, 
Ilo ogHOH, Kak Ha BOftHe. 
STO AOKTOp Ha AOpoxKy 
AJAA 340pOBbA BbIAAA MHE. 


OTBMHTHA y QAATH KpBIUIKy: 
— Ile, orey, ne 6ygeT anutky. 


Tlonepxuyaca 4ea-coagar. 
TloaTanyaca: 
— Bunosar!.. 
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Whereon Grandma moans in anguish. 
“Bacon? Bacon? What d’you mean?” 


Tyorkin: 
“Must be bacon somewhere, 
If the Germans haven’t been.” 


And he adds, determined, patient, 
Eyes fixed firmly on the floor: 

“If you like, give me three guesses 
Where you usually keep a store.” 


Grandma stirs in agitation, 

Horrified at what she’s heard. 

“Lord above, you wouldn’t, would you?... 
Not a word, now, not a word!” 


Then, unseen by her, the guv’nor 
Nudges Tyorkin roguishly. 

“That’s the stuff, men! Up the Army! 
Yes, it’s under lock and key!” 

After much mysterious cuer ing. 
Down she climbs, gets out the bacon, 
Hides her grief as best she can, 
Breaks two eggs into the pan. 


Scrambled eggs! Now there’s an entrée! 
Nothing nicer from the pantry! 
Russian custom says that thirst 

Should be slaked with vodka first. 


“Come on, Grandpa, just a noggin... 
There’s a war on, after all. 

Got this from the Army doctor. 
Quite legit — medicinal.” 


Tyorkin then unscrewed the top. 
“Here we are, there’s still a drop.” 


Grandpa coughed and Grandpa spluttered.... 
“Beg your pardon, son,” he muttered; 
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Kpomrky xae6yurka NOHIOxaA. 
OKEBAA—H Cpa3y CIT. 


A 60el], TpaxHyB Hag yXOM 
Tow asrol, ropopur: 

— Paccy gaa Tak AM, CAK AM, 
Bce paBHo Takow KarAeli 

He corpetb 6oiiua 3 Gow. 
byabte *uBul! 

— Ileite. 

— IIsw... 


Wi cugat onmu m0-6patcKku 

3a CTQAOM, TAe4O B TAeNO. 
PasroBop BeAyT COAgaTcKui, 
ApyxXHo clopat, ropayo. 


Aea kunnt: 

— Tlo3spoan, TOBapHiyy. 

UTo Th BaAe€HKM MHE XBaAMIIb? 
Pa3pellH-Ka AOAO%KUTb. 
Xopomu? A rae cymurts? 


He mpocymmmmb ux B 3eMAaHKe, 
Hert, Ts Aaii-ka Mue canor, 

Aja cyKoHHBIe NOpTaHKu 

Zjalt TH MHe—Torga a Gor! 


Cuoga rge-To Ha 3aqBopKax 
Mepsabii rpyHt 6oqHyA cHapag. 
Kak Hu B 4em— Bacnanii Tepxun, 
Kak HH B YeM—CTapHK COAsaT. 


— OTH WITYKH B KH3HH Halreii,— 
flea pacxpacraaca,— TyCcTak! 

Ham OcKOAKHM AaxKe B Kalle 
Tlonagaaucs. Touno Tax. 
Tonaget, orkvHemIb AOKKON, 

A B Te6A—Tak H MEpTBEL. 


— Ho ne 3Haan Bu 6om6exxn, 
A cxamy Te6e, oren. 
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Took a crust of bread and sniffed it, 
Gulped it down and seemed well fed. 


Tyorkin shook the little hip-flask 
Close against his ear, and said: 
“Might as well admit it, that'll 
Never warm a bloke in battle. 
Come on, Dad, good health to you. 
Knock it down!” 

“I’m going to!” 


And, like brothers at the table, 
Side by side they sat, and spent 
All their time on Army shop-talk, 
Lost in heated argument. 


Grandpa fumed: 

“Here, no offence, mate, 

But felt boots—it don’t make sense, mate. 
Beg permission to report, 

How d’you dry ’em out, in short? 


“How d’you dry ’em in a dug-out? 
You'll wear leather if you’re wise. 
Leather boots, puttees of flannel — 
That’s what I call paradise!” 


One more shell crumped in the frozen 
Earth out in the back somewhere. 
Neither Tyorkin nor the veteran 
Soldier really seemed to care. 


“Now, when I was in the Army 
That was only chicken feed! 

Why, we had the shrapnel landing 
In our kasha, yes indeed! 

You could flick it out, unless it 

Hit you too. Then you were dead!” 


“Still, you don’t know what it feels like 
Being pba though,” Tyorkin said. 
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— 9TO BepHo, TyT Hayka, 
TyT HanpoTus He nonpenin. 
A ckaxk¥, IpoctTaa mtyKa 
Ectb y Bac? 

— Kakas? 

— Bomb. 


VW, Makaa B caao KOpKOH, 
TIpoqoaxaa posHo ects, 
Yasi6uyaca Bpoge TepKun 
Vis cxasaa: ; 
— Uactuguo ecrp... 


— 3nHaunt, ects? Torga Tbl — BOHH, 
PaccyxjaTb CO MHO AOCTOHH. 
Thi — COA4aT, XOTA HM MAad, 

A coagaT coagaTy —6par. 


VM sckaxu mMue OTKPOBEHHO, 
Ala He B IlyTKy, a Bcepses. 
C TOuKM 3peHHA BOEHHOI 
Orseyait Ha Moi Bonpoc. 
Orseyait: m06beM MBI HeMya 
Mau, moxet, He m06nem? 


— Tlorogn, orey, naemca, 
Sakyllly, CKaxky NOTOM. 


EA OH MHOYO, HO HE 2KaqHO, 
Orgapaa 3akycKe ¥eCcTD, 
Tak-TO AaqHO, Tak-TO CKAaJHO, 
Tloraa quuib— 3axoyemb ect. 


Beto 3a4HCTHA CKOBOpOJKy, 
Bctaa, Kak 6yaTo BApyr moapoc, 
Vf naarouek k nogbopogky, 
PoBHO CAOKEHHEIM, TOAHEC. 
OTpaxHyA OMpaTHO pyKu 

VM, kak AOAr BeAHT B AOmy, 
TlokAOHMACH HM CTapyxe 

Vs coagaty camomy. 

Moaua B nyTb 3amoacaaca, 
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“True enough. That’s science for you, 

You can’t argue back, what’s worse. 

Tell me, though, would you still have those 
Little things....” 

“What?” 

“Lice, of course!” 


Tyorkin dipped his bread in dripping, 
Eating imperturbably, 

Then he smiled a sort of half-smile 
And replied: 

“Yes, partially.” 


“Yes? Then you're a soldier too, 
And I’m proud to sit with you, 
And one soldier to another, 
Young or old, is like a brother. 


“So please tell me very frankly, 
Honestly and seriously, 

From the military angle 

Put it very straight to me: 

Are we going to lick the Germans, 
Or d’you think we might not win?” 


“Hold it, let me finish eating, 
And we'll talk about it then.” 


He ate well, but with decorum, 
Gave the meal all honour due. 
Sheer delight to see him eating — 
Made your own mouth water, too. 


And he cleaned the frying pan up, 
Rose, seemed taller suddenly; 

Raised the neatly folded hankie 

To his chin most delicately. 

Neatly brushed his tunic sleeves down, 
And, to old tradition true, 

Bowed his thanks to the old lady, 
Bowed to the old soldier too; 
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Ocmorpeacs— ce au TyT? 
Yectb 0 yectu pacmpoujaaca, 
Ha aac B3TAAHYA: HAyT! 

Bce npwnomana, Bce IpoBepHa, 
Ilogornaa u nog KOHEI] 

Ou B3AOXHYA y Camo ABepu 

VW scxasaa: 

— Ilo6sem, orew... 


B moae Bbwra-3apupyxa, 

B rpex Bepcrax rpemut Boiina. 
Ha neq 8 u36e—crapyxa. 
Aleq-X038HH y OKHa. 


B ray6une poguoii Poccuu, 
Iiporus serpa, rpyap Blleped, 
Ilo cueram unger Bacnaniik 
Tepkuu. Hemua 6uTp HAeT. 
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Donned his leather belt in silence, 
Checked his gear —he’d got it all. 
Said goodbye; glanced up—the clock was 
Ticking oni on the wall; 
Tightened up his straps a little — 
Milicomeee our soldier lad 
Paused and turned right in the doorway, 
And announced: 

“We'll lick ’em, Dad.” 


Blizzard whirling round the cabin. 
Din of war just three versts off. 
Grandpa’s sitting by the window, 
Grandma’s hdelied on the stove. 


In the very heart of Russia 
Through the blizzard, pressing on 
With his chest out, goes Vassili 
Tyorkin, off to lick the Hun. 
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O IIOTEPE 


Ilorepsa 6oey Kucer, 
SavcKaaca,— HET H HET. 


Tosoput 6oeu: 

— Aocaguo. 

Croabko BApyr cBaAHaocn 6eZ: 
Tlorepsa cembw. Hy aagno. 
Hert, Tax Ha re6e— xuceT! 


SalpomacTHACA KyJa-TO, 
XBaTb-MOXBaTb, Mponaa u CAed. 
IlorepaA 4 ABOp 4H xarTy. 
Xopomo. MW sor —xucer. 


Ka6ni rogbl MOAOABEIE, 
A He IeAbIX COPOK ACT... 
Ilorepaa Kpaa poauple, 
Bce wa cBeTe M KHCET. 


Ilocmorpea C TOCKOH BOKpyr: 
— be3 xucera, Kak 6€3 pyK. 


LOST PROPERTY 


Missing — one tobacco pouch. 
Soldier searches, starts to grouch. 


“Well, this is a proper nuisance, 
Never rains but what it pours! 

Lost my family, and survived it; 

Now I’ve lost my pouch, what’s worse! 


“Put it somewhere, tried to find it— 
Vanished! Honest, it’s too much: 
Lost my stock and lost my cottage — 
Fair enough. But now my pouch! 


“If I wasn’t passing forty, 

If I was a youngster still... 

But I’ve lost my own home country, 
Everything — my pouch as well.” 


Scans the room from end to end. 
“Just like losing your best friend.” 
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B HeMpHi0oTHOM WIKOABHOM 4OMe— 
MyxxuxKu, He AeTBopa. 

He 3a naproi#i—na coaome, 
Ilepereptou, kak Koctpa. 


Cnat 6081, KOMY JOC)T. 
Bopogay ropwer Bcayx: 


— bes xucera y maxopKu 

Bxyc He Tor yxe. Caraba! 

Bor cygb6a, Topapumy Tepxun.— 
Tepxun: 

— ro tam 3a cygp6a! 


Tak CAYaMTBCA MOET C KaKAbIM,— 
Bospasua 6bopogayy,— 

He Tako co MHOH Og4HaxK ABI 
Cayaai 651a. MV ro moaay. 


VM Moauut, comut cyporo. 
Koe-rge npuscraa Hapog,. 
V3 Memika “3 BeljeBoro 
Tepkuu mamky gocraer. 


IIpocto manky Mexosyw, 
Tou nogpyry 6oesyw, 
UrTo CHANT Ha TOAORe. 
Ecrb ogna. Orxyaa ape? 


— I[pwsesau Mens wa TanKe,— 
Haan Tepxun,—caaau c pyk. 
TOAbBKO HET Moe; yUIaHKH, 
Henlopagox 4ylo BApyr. 


VM sue To uto6 owenp 300KnH,— 
IIpocto ropgocrs y Meus. 
Tlotomy, 6oey 6e3 manku— 
He 60ey. Kak 6e3 pemua. 


A AeBuouka TepeBasxy 
HexHOo geaaert, c omackoin, 
UH, sugars, cama ona 

B 9Tom gene 3eAena. 
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In what used to be a schoolhouse, 
Not small children — full-grown men; 
Not at desks, but on straw bedding, 
Trodden down till fine as bran. 


Some doze off; their duties done. 
Loud laments the bearded one: 

“If you’ve got no pouch, makhorka 
Doesn't keep: it tastes like muck. 

“Just my luck, eh, Comrade Tyorkin!” 
Tyorkin: 

“What d’you mean, your luck? 


“Why, it could be anybody,” 
Tyorkin said protestingly. 

“I lost something too, except that.... 
You'll hear no complaint from me.” 


He fell silent, snorting fiercely. 
Several men looked up at that. 
Rummaging inside his kitbag, 
Tyorkin came up with a hat. 


Usual titfer, made of fur, 

Worn by soldiers in the war. 
What’s a second doing there? 
How come Tyorkin’s got a spare? 


“It was in a tank they brought me, 
Dumped me at the hospital. 
Hadn't got my fur hat with me, 
Didn’t care for that at all. 


“Not that I was feeling frozen — 
Just my pride,” the lad confessed. 
“Take his fur hat from a soldier 
And he only feels half dressed. 


“Now, the girl who bandaged me 
Was as careful as could be. 

Yes, she was so downright nervous, 
You could see she was a novice. 
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— IWanxy, manxy mye, unage 
He noegy!— Bor geaa. 

Tak KpHuy, NOYTH 4TO TMAayy, 
Pana Tpy4Haa 6plAa. 


A oHa, Ae€BYOHKa 9TAa, 
Caosyo «6awmKu-6balo»: 


— I[anxku samreit,— moasuT,— HETY, 
Al BaM wlaliky 4aM CBOW. 


HakaonMaach HW Hageaa. 

— He Boanyiirecb,— ropoput 
Vi cpoet pyyouxon Gearon 
O6xonoaace: Obra HeOpxt. 


CKOAbKO B 2XKH3HM BCAKHX WalloK 
A HOCHA y2Ke — HE CYECT, 

Ho y stow Aaxke 3amax 

He Tako KakoOH-TO ecTb... 


— Vue th, siiaymaa mpunety. 
— Canina 3B0H M3faaeka. 

— A 3a4eM THI WarKy 9Ty 
CoxpaHsemb? 

— Aopora. 


Aopora 6oiiny, kak Mamatp. 
A elle CKa3aTb MOry 

Ilo cexpety, Mex ay Hamu,— 
Ianxy c yeanio Gepery. 


MB O4MH Mpekpacunlii Besep 
Bapyr cayautca pasrozop: 
«PaspemuTe BaM pu BCTpeye 
Toaosuot Bpyaute y6op...» 


Cam nmpupcraa Bacnauit c mecta 
HY nog cmex 60i108 rycTou, 

Kak Ha CljeHe, C BaxKHBIM 2KECTOM 
O6patuaca 6y,TO kK Toit, 

UrTo NATb CAOB eMy CKa3aaa, 

ro takux peOar, kak on, 
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“‘Find my hat! My hat, somebody! 
I won't leave till it’s been found,’ 

I was shouting, almost sobbing... 
Yes, it was a nasty wound. 


“Then she soothed me, like a mother 
Tucking up her child in bed. 

‘But you never had one with you. 
Here, I'll give you mine instead.’ 


“So she stooped and put it on me. 
‘Don’t you fret, now,’ she declared. 
And her hand, so white and gentle, 
Brushed the stubble of my beard. 


“Just how many different kinds of 
Hats I’ve worn, I just can’t tell. 
But this one is special, somehow — 
Got a sort of fragrant smell...” 


“What d’you know—he’d got it serious!” 
“He’s been hearing bells, that one!” 
‘“Why’ve you os it all this time, though?” 
“Sentimental value, chum. 


“It’s a keepsake, very precious, 
And I might point out to you 
Confidentially and in secret, 
I've a certain aim in view. 


“Maybe some enchanted evening 
You will hear me saying this: 
‘Since we meet again, lon me 

To return your headgear, Miss....’” 


To his feet rose Vasya Tyorkin, 
Grand, theatrical his air, 

And, amid the general laughter, 

He addressed himself to her 

Who had said but five words to him, 
Who, for all that he could tell, 
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3a BOMHy Mepesasaaa, 
MoxerT, wean OaTaabon. 


— Wuib, kaxue 3Haet peu, 

M3 kaxux moant6eceg: 
«Pa3peniMTe BaM IIpH BCTpeue...» 
Bou Tyt ato. A TsI—Kucer. 


— Uro x, nonatHo, XOAOCTOMY 
Muoro ayuue Ha Bodine: 

Her Tocku Takoii mo gomy, 

Ilo geTumkam, 00 »*eHe. 


— Xoaocromy? D3rTo TouHo. 
OTO TH Kak yraqaa. 

Ho moseps. aro « HapouHo 
He »xennaca. A, 6patT, 3Haa! 


— “ro Tat sHaa! Komy apyromy 
SuHaTb Ob! Ayame Hanepeg, 

Uro yliaer coagaT u3 4omy, 

A Boia JOMOH IpHdert. 


4To npoigeT ona moTor0M 
Ilo auyy 3emau xHBOK 

VM sacTaBur psiTb oKonsl 
Ilepea camoro Mocxsoii. 
Uro Tet 3Haal.. 


— A Ts NOcTOi-kKa, 

He rasgau, 4To c BHAY Maa, 
Al He CTOABKO, 

He noactroabKo,— 
Yerseptb croapKo! — 
TOAbKO 3Haa. 


— Huuero, 1To 4 B KOAxo3e, 
He B croautje kypc mpomrea. 
/Kanb, TapMOHb MOS B O603¢e, 
Al Ob AeKUOHIO powea. 


Pa3pemu O4HO OTMETHTB, 
Mou ToBapuiy u cocegz: 
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Might have bandaged a battalion 
Of young lads like him as well. 


“Hark at him! He’s been rehearsing!” 
“Where’s his soap-box? He’s no slouch!” 
‘Since we meet again, allow me...’ 

You and your icasd pouch!” 


“Well, of course, it’s best in wartime 
If you're single, on your own. 

Then you needn't worry, thinking 
Of the wife and kids at home.” 


“Single? How d’you know I’m single? 
That was pretty sharp of you. 

But I stayed that way on purpose; 
Never married, ’cause I knew!” 


“Knew? And how could you have known 
That a man would leave his home, 

Or that, when he’d gone, the war 
Would come banging on his door? 


“That it would come sweeping onwards 
Like a flood across the land, 

Or that even outside Moscow 

We'd dig in to make a stand. 

Knew indeed!” 


“Now just a minute! 

Though I’m no great shakes to you, 
Didn’t know much, 

Only so much, 

Less than so much— 

But I knew! 


“On the farm, and not in Moscow — 
That’s where I learnt all I knew. 

If I had my squeege-box with me, 
I'd teach you a thing or two. 


“One more thing. Just how old are we, 
Friend and comrade with the grouch? 
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CKOABKO A€T 2KUBEM Ha cBeTe? 
ApaaiaTb natp! A THI— KUCeT. 


bopogay nog cMex 4 TOMOH 
PoeT BHOBb Tpyxy-COAomy, 
Tlepemjynaa sce BoKpyr: 

— bes kuceta, kak 6€3 pyk... 


— bes xuceta, HECOMHEHHO, 
Ter 60eu ye HE TOT. 

Pa3 KHceT —IIpeAMeT BOeCHHBIM, 
Ha-ko MOH, He NOgonser? 


I[puxumait, 1— azoOppi napens. 
Mue He *aab. He nponagy. 
Mue elje NAT WITyK NWogapaAT 

B wactymaionyem rody. 


Tot 6epet kuceT noreptiit. 
Kak Auta, OOHOBKE paZ... 


WU trorga Bacuauh Tepxun 
CAOBHO BCHOMHHA: 
— Cayman, 6par. 


Ilorepstb cembiO HE CTBLAHO— 
He tTBox 6b1Aa BHHa. 
Ilorepats 6amxky — o6ugno, 
TOAbKO 4TO XK, Ha TO BOiHa. 


HotepatTb KuceT c MaxopxKoit, 
EcAw HeKOMYy NOMIMTb,— 

Al He CnOpioO,— Toxe TOPbKO, 
TaxKeAO, HO MOXKHO %KUTB, 
Ilepexutp 6eay-mpopyxy, 

B kyAake 4epxKaTb Tabak, 

Ho Poccuw, MaTb-CTapyxy, 
Ham TepATb HEAb3A HUKaK. 


Hamm geapl, Hamm getu, 
Hamu BHYKH He BEART. 
CKOABKO A€T *KMBEM Ha CBeTe? 
Tay?.. Boanuie! To-ro, 6par! 
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Twenty-five! And all you think of 
Is your damned tobacco pouch.” 


While the other men guffaw, 

Bearded one combs through the straw, 
Muttering, “No two ways about ante 
Feel completely lost me see ate” 


“Certainly, there’s no denying 
You're not half the man you were. 
If it means all that much to you, 
Here, take mine, if you prefer. 


“Go on, take it. I’m not fussy. 

I'll get by without it. Here! 

Dare say I'll be sent five new ones 
In the post this coming year.” 


So he takes the pouch, delighted 
As a child with something new. 


Then, as if some thought had struck him, 
Tyorkin says, 
“Now, listen, you! 


“Lost your family? Not your fault, mate. 
That you can’t be punished for. 

Lose your head quite literally — 

That’s a nuisance, but it’s war. 


“Lose your pouch, and no one there to 
Sew you one— I'll not deny, 

That's a beastly thing to, happen, 

But at least you can get by. 

You can weather the disaster, 

Keep the baccy in your hand. 

But we mustn't lose old Russia, 

Mustn’t lose our motherland. 


“That our grandparents, our children, 
And their children won’t permit. 

Count the ere we've lived. A thousand? 
Even more? Well, that’s just it! 
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CKOABKO X%KUTb ese Ha CBETe,— 
Tog, WAb JBa, MAb THIMM AeT,— 
Mui c robo 3a BCce B OTBETE. 
To-ro, 6pat! A TE— KHCET... 


ee 
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“For the future that awaits us, 

You and I alone can vouch. 

One year, two years, or a thousand.... 
You and your tobacco pouch!” 
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NOEAZMHOK 


Heme 651A CHACH H AOBOK, 
Aaauo cKpoen, KpeNKO CHIMT, 
Ox cTOSA, Kak Ha NOAKOBAaX, 
He nyrai—ne no6bexnurt. 


Cars, OpuTeiii, 6bepexenniit, 
Ajapmossim 4obpom KOPMACHHBIM, 
Ha soline, B 4yxKOH 3emMae 
OrocnaBuIMuica B Terae. 


Ou yaapHa, He cTpanyas, 
bua, uro6 cOuTb HaBepHaka. 
Vs 6nraa kak KocTb 6oAnmaa 
B pycckoi Bapexxe pyka... 


He urpaa co CMeprbio B IpaTKH,— 
Basaca —6elica 4 MOAWH,— 
TepkuH 3HaA, 4TO B 9TOM CXBaTKe 
Ox caabeH: He Te xapun. 


EcTbh BOMHBbI 3AKOH He HOBBII: 
B orcrymaeHbe — elllb TH BAOBOAB, 


THE DUEL 


Bap fast-moving was the German, 
Tough as nails and hard as rock, 
Steady as an iron-shod carthorse, 
Quite immune to fear or shock. 


Shaved, well-fed, well cared for, he: 
Bedded, boarded, all for free; 

Sort of uninvited guest, 

Glowing from a warm night’s rest. 


He struck out in deadly earnest — 
Not a blow that could have missed. 
Massive in the Russian mitten, 
Like a hambone was his fist.... 


It was all too clear he wasn’t 
Playing hide-and-seek with death. 
Tyorkin knew himself the weaker: 
Short of food and short of breath. 


There’s a ee rule: 
In retreat, your belly’s full, 
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B o60poHe—Tak AM CHAK, 
B wacTynAeHbe — naTomsak. 


Hemey CTyKHYA TaK, YTO YEAWCTh 
byATo BumpaBo Wogaaach. 
Woe Oell, HE I[€EAACh, 
XpACHYA HEMIJa IIpOMexK Faa3. 


VM ewe Ha cHer He CILAIOHYA 
Ileppov KpoBH 3Ayl0 COAb, 
Hemet cHOBa B CaHKM CyHyA 

C Tow *e CHAOH, B Ty Ke OOAb. 


Tak COMILAMCh, CI}EMMANCh 6AN3KO, 
Uro yxe o60HMBI, AMCKH, 
ABTOMaTBI— K 4epTy, Mpoup! 
Toabko 6 HOw WM MOF HOMOYb. 


bplotca 4Boe B KAy6ax Mapa, 
O6 uHOM yxe HE pedb,— 
Aagut Tepkuu oT yaapa 
XorTb 6p 3y6n1 3a6epe4un. 


Ho noxyaa Tepkun caHKku 
CkOABKO MOr 

B 6ow Geper, 

AuynyA HeMell, TOUHO WITaHron, 
fla He B CaHKH, 

A 104 B340x. 


Oxuya TepkuH: 1A0xo Jeao, 
ITaoxo, aymaer 6boen. 
XOpoulo, YTO ACTOK TEAOM— 
Oraetea. A To 6— Konel... 


YcTOHA—¥ CaM C MCHyry 
TepkHH HeMLy daa aeuya, 
Tak uTo co6OcTBeHHYy! pyky 
UyTb He BBIHEC H3 MAeda. 


Yept c Heit! Pag, aro He mpomas3aa, 
XOTb 3y6aM He IIOAOH C4eT, 
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Half and half on the defensive, 
Tighten belts for the offensive. 


Jerry smote, and Tyorkin felt his 
awbone jolted to the right. 
winging hard, he bashed the other 

"Twixt the eyes with all his might. 


Hardly had he finished spitting 
Out the first salt, crimson drops, 
When Fritz landed yet another 
Vicious clout across the chops. 


So they fought, forgetting guns, 
Magazines and cartridge drums. 
They were fighting for their lives — 
Nothing useful now but knives! 


Wreathed in clouds of steam they battled, 
And it’s an undoubted fact, 

Tyorkin did some skilful dodging 

Just to keep his teeth intact. 


Then, while Tyorkin kept his molars 
Under guard 

As they sparred, 

He was biffed as with a bell-bar 

In the solar 

Plexus — hard. 


Tyorkin gasped. “You nearly had it. 
This is not so good,” thought he. 
‘Just as well I’m light, or that one 
Could have been the end of me....” 


But he stood his ground, and very 
Nearly wrenched - left arm out, 
As he hooked and dealt the German 
One terrific, desperate clout. 


ust as well I didn’t miss him! 
at’s a molar more or less, 
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Ho W HEMEL, ACBBIM TAa30M 
Ha6awJenba He BeseT. 


Alpaxa— Apaka, He urpyuiKa! 
XOTb OFHEM TOpHT AMO, 

Ho uw HeMel, KpacHOl jOUIKOK 
PasykpallleH, Kak AHO. 


Bot 0H —B MOABepllike — NpOTUBHUK. 
Hocom k Hocy. Tecuora. 

{ja 4ero *Ke OH MpoTHBHEI — 

Alyx y HeMiJa H30 pTa. 


3a06HO TepknH CIAIOHYA KpOBBN. 
Hy uw 3anax! Baaurt c wor. 

AX TBI, CBOAOY, JAH 340pOBEA, 
He unaye, xpelib 4ecHOoK! 


Tt kya CnhemlMuA—k xo3siixe? 
Marka, MAeKo? Marka, slik? 
Oxa3aTb pelliMA HaM 4eCTb? 
Tlogapaii! A KTO THI ecTb, 


KTo Th €CTb, 4TO K Hamlet GabKe 
3aABHACA Ha HOpor, 

. He cipocach, He CKHHYB WalikH 
VV ue Baitepmm canor? 


Co cTapyxoui CAaAMTb B CHAe? 
Ilogasan! Het, xTo TI ecTp, 
Uro goaxup tebe B Poccun 
TloqapaTb MBI WMTb H eCTb? 


He kaaexa au y6orui, 
Van jo6ppiit weaonex — 
Sabay qHACH 

Ilo gopore, 
Tlonpocuaca 

Ha Houaer? 


Ao6prim AtoAaM Alan padpi. 
Hert, Th cam ce6e cHaeH. 


————— ee 
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With the left eye of that German 
Looking just about w.s.! 


Fight it out in deadly earnest. 
Though your skin feels all ablaze, 
Ruddy as a painted eggshell 

Is the adversary’s face. 


Half an inch away, the stinker, 
Almost as if cheek to cheek, 

And what makes him twice a stinker 
Is that nauseating reek. ; 


Tyorkin spits more blood in fury. 

hat a perfume! Knocks you flat! 
Slob! So you've been eating garlic 
As a cold-cure, that’s a fact! 


You've barged in to some old lady. 
Eggsky, milksky? Nice food, lady? 
Very gracious of you, too. 

Help yourself. But who are you? 


Who are you, to walk in that wa 
Through some Russian housewife’s door, 
Uninvited, with your hat on, 

And your boots unwiped, what’s more? 


Can you cope with an old woman? 
Help yourself! But who are you 
That in Russia we should serve you 
Food and drink, as it were due? 


Some old cripple in a poor way, 
_ Or some other honest mg 

‘Lost and helpless 

In the doorway, 

Seeking shelter 

For the night? 


We will welcome folk who’re honest, 
But not you: you live by force. 
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Tl HaBOAMUIb 
Cao nopsJoK. 
Ts WpHxoquMb— 
Tsoi 3aKou. 


Kro > TH ecTb? Mue TOAKy HeTY, 
Yeti Th ChIH MW 4YeH OTeL. 
Yeaopek 0 BCeM IIpHMeTaM,— 
Yeaosek Thi? Her. Ilogaeu! 


ABoe TonyyTca mo Kpyry, 
CAoBHO Mapa Ha Kpyry, 

VW rasgar B raa3a Apyr Apyry: 
SBepl0 — 3Bepb HW Bpar—Bpary. 


Kak Ha ApeBHem noae 60a, 

l'pyab wa rpy4b, YTO WMT Ha WHT, 
Bmecrto Taicayu 6bwOTCA ABOE, 

CAOBHO CxBaTKa BCe pemur. 


A B6An3H OT JepeBylKnH, 
[ye 3acTaA ux CBeT AHEBHOH, 
CaMOAeThI, TaHKH, NyMIKH 

Y o6onx 3a cnHMHon. 


Ho go 604 HeT uM geaa, 

Mf uu 3Byka C Tex cropou. 

B oquHouky —rpy4blo, TeAaom 
Bretca Tepxun, Aepxut Oponr. 


Ha meywaabHom TOM 3aABOpKe, 
Y MOKHHYTHIX ABOpOB 

epxuT dpout Bacuant Tepxun, 
B sa6biTbu raoTas Kposs. 


Bpetca HacMepTb napenb Opapniit, 
Tak 4TO JbIM CTOUMT CbIPOH, 
CaoBHO BCA CTpaHa-fepxKaBa 
Buaut Tepkuua: 

— Tepou! 
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You would grind us, 
Trample on us, 

You would bind us 
With your laws. 


Who are you? What matter if you're 
Someone’s father, someone’s son? 
Human by all indications, 

Are you human? No, you’re scum! 


Two men stamping in a circle, 
Like two dancers, round they go, 
Glaring grimly at each other, 
Beast at beast, and foe at foe, 


Like some ancient scene of combat, 
Breast to breast like shield to shield, 
Settling the fate of thousands 
Drawn up on the battlefield. 


Close beside the little hamlet 

Where dawn overtook the pair, 

Aircraft, guns and tanks were thundering 
All around them, front and rear. 


Little cared they for. that battle. 
Hardly conscious of a sound, 
Tyorkin fought with chest and body, 
Held his front and stood his ground. 


In that dismal, wretched backyard 
Where the empty houses stood, 

Tyorkin held his ground, in fury 
Glace down his own hot blood. 


Unafraid of death he battled, 

Clouds of steam hung in the air. 

All the world might have been watching 
Tyorkin —that’s a hero there! 
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ro crpana! Xora 651 pora 
BugeTb 434aau MOraa, 
Kakosa ero pa6ora 

Vi kaxue TyT geaa. 


Toasko Tepkuu ne B o6uze. 
He 3arem wa CMeptb uJenib, 
Yro6osr KTO-HH6yAb yBuJeA. 
Xopomo 6. A wer—ny y7o x... 


bpetca Hacmeptb Mapeub OpaBpit — 
Tak, Kak 6bIOTCA Ha BOitHE. 

MM yxe pykow mpasoii 

Ou BaAageeT HE BIIOAHE. 


Koctsb rygut oT pans cTapou, 
Mf emy, uro6 xpenue 6uts, 
Nro6bi cAepa KAaCTb yAapel, 
Xopomo 6 aesmio1 6siTh. 


beetca Tepxun, 

B apaxe 30PKHH, 

YTupaeT Kposs wu NOT. 
Ms3uenmor, y6uaca Tepxun, 
Ho u Bpar yxe ue Tor. 


Ajaaeko He Ta 3anpasxa, 
VW no6ura mopaa xcs, 
CAoBHO #A6A0KO-NOAABKa, 
4To wHaye eCTb HEAB3A. 


Kpopb—cocyabKamu. OgnaKxo 
B camplit Kap BcTynaeT apaka. 


Hemey ropa. 
TepkuH ropd. 
— Pa3 TH mec, Tak a—coOaxa, 
Pagar 4epT, 
Tak cam A—uepT! 


Tt He 3HaA Molo HaTypy, 

A HaTypa—nepspiit copr. 

B KAOUbA WIKypy — 

Tepkuu aypy 

He nonpocur. Bor rge yepr! 
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Why the world, when just an Army 

Company would be enough, 

ye so long as they were watching 
asya Tyorkin do his stuff! 


But he didn’t mind— not really. 
You don’t fight a mortal fight 

In the hope that folk are watching. 
If they aren’t — well, that’s all right! 


Unafraid of death he battled, 
As men fight in time of war, 
And his right arm was already 
Feeling weaker than before. 


Yes, the old wound in his shoulder.... 
And to hit with all his might, 

Better to have been left-handed; 

Left could do the work of right. 


Tyorkin battled, watchful, wary, 
Dashing off the sweat and blood, 
Tiring now, and getting weary.... 
Nor did Jerry bor so good; 


Not as lively as he had been, 

With his snout bashed up a treat, 
Like an apple, bruised and battered, 
Looking hardly fit to eat. 


Icicles of blood on each. 
Now the fight nears fever pitch. 


jermys proud, and Tyorkin, too. 
evil, are you? Son-of-a-bitch? 
I can play it worse than you! 


You don’t know the stuff I’m made of. 
Let me tell you, it’s Grade One. 

Flay me, but I won’t cry mercy. 

How’s that for a devil, chum! 
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Kro ogHoi 6outca cmepru— 
KTo MAeBaa Ha CTO CMepTeii. 
Ilycrb TH uept. Aja HamiM “eptTu 
Bcex ueptet 

B cro pa3 ueptei. 


bet, ne Muayit. 3y6n1 crucuy. 
A y6pemib, Tak 4 MOTOM 

Ha te6e, Kak KAel], NOBHCHY, 
MeprTBnit 6yay Ha *xMBOM. 


Orocrucb Ha MHe, 6yqb AacKoB, 
Aja cBaAM MeHA Breped. 


AX, ThI BOH Kak! /[paTbca KacKoii? 
Hy ne moda au Hapog! 


Xopomo xe! — 
Mi trorga-To, 
SAocTb u 60Ab 3a6paB B KyAak, 
HesapaxeHHou rpanarToii 
TepkuH HemMyja—c aeBoii—mmaK! 


Hemey oxuya 4 o6mak... 


Tepkuu BOpot Hapacnailky, 
TepkKuu Cea, raoTaeT CuHer, 
CMOTpHT rpyCcTHO, AbIMIMT TA2KKO,— 
Tlopaboraa 4eaosex. 


Xopomo, Apy3ba, IIPHATHO, 
CaeaaB JeAo, KO ABopy — 

B 6araabou HATH ObpaTHO 
Mis paspeakn moyrpy. 


Ilo 3emae crynaTb copeTcKoit, 
dlyMaTb— Maro Au O 4eM! 
ABTOM@T HECTH HEMel|KHit, 
Mex ay mpoumm, 3a nAeyom. 


«A3bIKa» — A06sray HOUn,— 
UTo wager, ky4a He xouer, 
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Some fear even once to die, 

Some a thousand deaths defy. 
Devil, are you? Well, this devil 
Is a hundred times more evil! 


Do your worst. I'll grin and bear it. 
Kill me, and I'll burrow in 

Like a sheep-tick, clinging to you, 
Dead beneath your living skin. 


Sleep on me. I'll be your pillow; 
But you'll have to throw me first! 


So! You’d butt me with your helmet? 
Might have known you’d do your worst! 


Fury lending extra power 

To his arm, he drew it back, 

Snatched an unprimed hand-grenade and 
Dealt the German such a crack! 


Jerry crumpled like a sack.... 


Tyorkin wrenched his collar open, 
Sat, and cooled his mouth with snow. 
Glumly eyed the German, panting. 
That’s a job well done. Good show. 


When you've been successful, comrades, 
It’s a grand experience, 

Going back to your battalion 

From the night’s reconnaissance. 


Crossing Soviet territory, 
Thinking — oh, well, never mind.... 
Incidentally, with a German 
Sub-machine gun slung behind. 


Your reluctant prisoner walking 
(He might do a bit of talking) 


ee 
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Ha Tpu mara snepeau 
Ilogrouats: 
— Uan, uan... 


Bugers, 3HaTb, YTO Kak ABI BCTPe4HBIii- 
Tlonepeausrii — 9To cBoit. 

He 3Hakom, a pad cepgeuno, 

TO BEpHYACA TH %KHBOI. 


A0AOXHTb Apo BCe 10 popme, 
CaaTb Tpogen He cnemra. 

A moto Te6a noKopMaT,— 
Byaet Mepow ayma. 


Crapmuua ornycrur yapxy, 
Crporuit raa3 B Hee KOCA. 
A Tl0TOM y neuKn 2KapKoit 
Asr, nocnu. Bottua ne sca. 


MpourT HaaeBo, pout Hanpaso, 
VB despaabckon BBIOKHOH MraAe 
Crpamnpiit 60% H4eT, KpoBaBprii, 
Cmeprupiit 6o0f He Ppadau CAaBBI, 
Pada 2%KW3HM Ha 3eMae. 
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Only three short steps ahead.... 
“Come on, move it now, I said!” 


Knowing that they’re all your own men 
Whom you meet along the way. 

They don’t know you, but they’re happy 
That you’ve made it back okay. 


Then reporting, as per orders, 
Handing in the captured gun— 
Then you get a slap-up dinner, 
Just comer for what you’ve done. 


Then the S.-M. grants a noggin, 
Looking on, suspicious-eyed. 

By a blazing stove in comfort 
Sleep. The war’s not over yet. 


In the snows of February, 

With a front on either hand, 
Fight the battle, grim and gory, 
Not for fame and not for glory, 
But for life throughout the land. 


142 


OT ABTOPA 


Cro cTpaHHl] MHHYAO B KHWDKKe, 
Bnepeau—ne 6an3Knii nyTE. 
Crovi-Ka, 6par. be3 nepe AbILIKH 
Hesosmoxno. Jali B340xHyTb. 


Aan B3AOXHYTb, BO3bMH B AOradky: 
4Yro renepb, 4To B crapHay — 
Tpydauo caymiaTb 10 nlopsAKy 
Cka3ky JAHHHYy10 OAHY 

Bce npo To *xe—mpo Boiiny. 


IIpo oroup, mpo CHer, 1po TaHKu, 
IIpo 3eMASHKH 4a NOpTAHKu, 
IIpo nopranky ja 3eMAaHKH, 
IIpo Maxopxy 4 Mopos... 


Bor yx HBIHYe MOBEAOCH: 
Pri6aky AHI O NyTHHe, 
Ilequuxy AyAAT o rauue, 
Aecuuky 0 Apesecune, 
Xaeboneky 0 KBalHe, 
Konopaay 0 Kone, 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


That’s a hundred pages covered; 
There’s a long, long road ahead. 
Can’t go on without a breather; 
Time to have a rest instead. 


Yes, a rest. It’s reasonable. 

Now, as in the days of yore, 

It Spas tiresome hearing someone 
Holding forth for hours and more 
On the same old theme of war; 


Holding forth on things like these: 
Shellfire, snow, tanks and puttees, 
Dug-outs, tanks and more puttees, 
Frost, makhorka, tanks once more.... 


That’s the way it goes: they bore 
Fishermen with fishing seasons, 
Furnacemen with talk of fireclays, 
Foresters with different woods, 
Bakers with their different goods, 
Knackers with old horses’ hides, 
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A Ooty au, reHepaay — 
He unaye—o Boiue. 


O BoliHe — OHO TOHATHO, 

Uro Bpottna. A cyTb B Apyrom: 
Zjai c BoMHDI Ipulitu obpaTHO 
IIpu no6ege Hag Bparom. 


Y4WHMB 3a BCe pactaaty, 

{jai BepHYyTECA B AOM pogHoL 
Yeaosexy. HM rorga-ro 
Cxa3ku HeT emy MHOH. 


Mi torga emy Tak cAagqKo 

ee cAyWlaTb 110 NOpagaky 
TO4poOHo 060 Bcem, 

ro uspegano rop6om, 

Uro wcxoxeno Horan, 

Uro ucnbiTaHo pykamn, 

UtTo nopugaHo B raAa3a 

Vo vem, APy3ba, WOKaMeECT 

Bce pasHo— cero HeAba3A... 


Meps3aniit IpyHT 4oa6u, aonarta, 
TaHk— Japu, rpeMv — rpanata, 
Tnx — paborait, 6om6a— 6eit. 
Ha Bowne Ayule COAAatTa 
Cka3ka MMpHaa Muael. 


Apyr-autaTeab, 4 Aw cnopw, 
UTO BOMHBI MHACe 2%KH3Hb: 
Ala Botina peBer, Kak Mope, 
TposHo B aam6y ynepmmcs. 


A OAHO CKaxky, 4TO HaM OBI 
Iloynpasutsca c BonHO;, 
OrogBunyTs sty Aamby 

3a Mpeser 3eMAM posHoii. 


A moxy4a Kpait o6mmupuniii 

Tow 3eMAH poaHou—s maeny, 
A— MOOVTEAD *XM3HH MUpHOK — 
Ha Boline m010 Boiiny. 
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And the general or the soldier 
With unending tales of war. 


War is war, needs no explaining. 
No, the answer is elsewhere: 

Let the soldier go back homewards 
When there’s victory in the air. 


Let him go back to his family 

When he’s settled up the score. 

That’s when you wvift find him wanting 
Tales of nothing else but war. 


Then he'll lend a willing ear, 

Then he truly loves to hear 

How he never thought to shirk, 

How his back was bowed with work, 
How his feet were tired and poorly, 
How his hands were tried most sorely, 
How his eyes were to behold 

Things the like of which are surely 
Meanwhile better left untold. 


Spades may split the ground asunder, 
anks may crush, Staeaes may thunder, 

Bayonets lunge and shrapnel flail, 

But in time of war, the soldier 

Much prefers a peacetime tale. 


Reader, friend, do I deny that 

Life is sweeter far than war? 

But war’s like the sea waves pounding 
At the dike with booming roar. 


All I want to say, quite simply, 
Is, the future’s y our ees 

We must push that sea wall further 
Back beyond our borderlands. 


While so much of our great country 
Lies in thraldom languishing, 

Lover of the joys of peacetime, 
War in time of war I sing. 
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Uro x euje? VW sce, nomaayi, 
Ta xe KHura mpo bona. 

be3 Hauaaa, 6€3 Kona, 

Bes oco6oro ciwxerta, 
Brpouem, mpaBge He BO Bped. 


Ha Bokue cioxetTa HeTYy. 
— Kak Tak HeTy? 
— Tak BOT, HeT. 


EcTb 3aK0H — CAYXHTb AO Cpoka, 
Cayx6a—Tpyd, coagaT — He rocTb. 
Ectb or60— ycuya ray6oxo, 

Ectb NOgbeM— BCKOUMA, KaK FBO3Jb. 


Ectb BouHa—COAAaT BOWET, 
AlOT IIpOTHBHAK— CaM AIOTYET. 
Ecrb curnaa: snepeg!.— Buepeg. 
Ecrb mpuKka3: ympu!.— Yoper. 


Ha Bove HM AHA, HM 4aCca 
He xusert on 6€3 IpuKka3a, 
Vs we MoxeT HCNOKOH 

be3 mpwka3a KOMaH4upa 

Hu CMeHuTb CBOW KBapTHpy, 
Hu cMeHHTb NOpTAHKH OH. 

’ Hw KeHUTECA, HH BAIOOHTECA 
Ou He MOxKeT,— HETy pas, 
Hu yexaTb 3a rpaHuly 
Or Aw6sn, Kak 6pIBUIMi rpad. 


Ecau B NecHAX uM MoeTCca, 
Paspe MOxKHO OpaTb B pacuer, 
4To repo Mo y KOAOAua, 

Y kakux-HubyAb Bopor, 

byge cayyali nogBepuertca, 
Ybw-TO AOA yuyHnHeT? 


A emje 406aBMM K CAOBy: 
?KuB-340poB repoii noxa, 
Ho OTHW4b HE 3aKOAJOBaH 
Or ockoaKa-Aypaka, 
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What comes next? More cha ters, doubtless, 
Of this soldier’s story penned — 

No beginning and no end, 

And no i however, strictly 

True to life, so no harm done. 


There’s no plot in war to speak of? 
Why? 


Because there isn’t one. 


There’s a law: sweat out your service- 
Sure, it’s no vacation time! 

Come Tattoo, turn in, sleep soundly; 
Come Reveille, rise and shine! 


War — the soldier fights in style. 

Enemy’s tough —he’s tougher still. 
Signal: Forward! He'll go forward. 
Orders: Die! He’ll die as ordered. 


Not one hour of day is your time 
Without orders when it’s wartime, 
And, as Army life decrees, 
Without your commander’s orders 
You can’t change your living quarters, 
You can’t even change puttees. 
You can’t fall in love, or marry, 
. Or to foreign lands depart, 
Like a lovesick Count aforetime 
Suffering from a broken heart. 


Let my hero be forgiven 

If he takes a liberty, 

And, as in the folk-songs, waiting 

By some well or garden, he 

Grabs the chance to pinch the fruit from 
Someone else’s apple-tree. 


And we'll add, just for the record, 
Though our hero’s live and well, 
He is not immune to senseless 
Splinter from some bomb or shell, 
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Or xo6oi Aypalkoi nyan, 
Uro, 6bITh MOxeT, Hayra4, 

Kak IIpWIAOCh, A€THT BCAeny10, 
Tlogpepnyaca,— Touka, Spar. 


Betep 3ao0H HaBcTpeyy HBIUeT, 
?Ku3Hb, Kak BETOUKY, KOABIMET, 
Kax abi JeHb HW 4aC Tpo3a. 

Kro 4OcKaxKeT, KTO AOCANIMHT — 
Yraqatb Brieped HEAB3A. 


VW ao Tot rayxon pa3ayku, 
ro 6pipaeT Ha Bone, 
Paccka3aTb euje O Apyre 
Koe-aTo ycneTb 651 MHe. =~ 


Tem xe AagoM, TeM xe Pp#40M, 
TOAbKO CT@KKOW HHO. 


Iymxu xk 6010 egyTt 3a40M,— 
OTO CKa3aHO He MHOH. 
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Or to any stupid bullet 

That, perhaps, may chance to come 
Flying blindly and at random — 
Suddenly — you've had it, chum! 


There’s an evil wind a-blowin , 

Like a branch, life’s bending, owing, 
Death rides in that howling gale, 
And there is no way of knowing 
Who will live to tell the tale. 


But, before the dread departure 
That occurs in time of war, 

Of our friend and gallant hero 
I would like to tell you more, 


Keeping up the lilt and measure, 
Following a different line. 


Guns ride backwards into battle — 
No, the saying isn’t mine! 
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«KTO CTPEAAA?» 


Otgpimnaca 6oii BuepallHHuit, 
Bsicox MOT, M€TaAA TIpOCTHIA. 
Or oxonmos naxHeT nauiHen, 
ATOM MHPHBbIM Hi IIpOCTBIM. 


B noasepcte, B KkycTax — NpoTHBHHK, 
TyT maram w WAgsaM cuer. 

pont. Bofina. A Beyep quBuiit 

Ilo moaaM MycTHIM wZeT. 


IIo caegam CTpadbl BuepallHed, 
Ilo HempIcAMMOH Tpone; 
Ilo HuubeH, NOMATON, 3pALIHOH 
Ayrosoii, rycroi Tpase; 


Ilo semae, pa6ou or PpLITBHH, 
PBaHBIx AM, BOPOHOK, PBOB, 
CmepTHbimM 3H0eM *KapKOUN OUTBH 
OnaaeHHEIX y Kpaes... 


Mi orkyga no nycromy 
Jloaetea, AoHeCcA 3BYK, 


“WHO DID THAT?” 


After yesterday’s fierce battle, 
Smoke, hot metal, sweat and grime, 
From the trenches comes the earthy 
Smell of peaceful summertime. 


No-man’s-land for half a verst, then 
Thickets and the watching Huns. 
War. The Front. And yet the evening 
Sweet across the meadows comes, 


Following yesterday’s grim harvest, 
Over an appalling scene, 

Dead terrain of squashed and trampled 
Meadow grasses, lush and green; 


Over wheel-tracks, ditches, craters, 
Hollows ripped out of the cea 
By the murderous blast of battle 
Scorched their jagged edges round. 


And, across that desolation, 
Borne incongruous through the air, 
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Ao6prit, 4aBHMH uM 3HaKOMBIi 
3ByK BeyepHHii. Maiickuit xyx! 


Vi nenyxHo roppKow Aackoit 
Pactpesoxua on pebar, 

4Uro B poco NOKpsITHIX KacKax 
Ilo okomuukamM CHAT. 


Vi taxol Tockoi pogzHow 
Cepaue cpasy o6Boaox! 


@pout, Botina. A TyT uHOe: 
BsrBogu KOHEH B HOUHOE, 
Topomuch Ha «lATa4oK>. 


OTIAAIINCh; a TaM CTOpOHKOH 
YAaaaiica B Gepesnak, 
IIposoxait qoMoii yeBuonKy 
Aja yeayi— ue 6ygb aypax; 
Haaerxe nau o6parHo, 

MatTb 3axaaaacna... 


WH sapyr— 
Baaaeke BOSHHK HEBHATHHI, 
Hosni, now, AByKpaTHBIii, 
Yepe3s Mur ye NOHATHBI 
Mf Toman gyuty 3Byx. 


SByk TOT CaMuiii, pH KOTOpoM 
B mpupourosoi moaoce 
Ilonauaay sce moepsr 
Pas6eraancb oT mocce. 


Ha ogHow nocTHAoh Hore 
Hoert, poet, kak B Tpy6e. 
VM 6exaTb mpu Bceit oxore 
He nmoaomexo tebe. 


Ti, Kak FBO34b, Ha 9TOM B3ropKe 
B6uaca B 3emaw. He tockyit. 
Beab— coraacHo noropopKe — 
Dro Manni ca6antyii... 
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Came a dear old friendly evening 
Sound—a May bug burring there! 


Up and down the trenches, men in 
Helmets wet with dew were stirred 
To a rueful and reluctant 
Tenderness by what they heard. 


Such nostalgia, such longing 
Overcame them all at once! 


War. The Front. Thoughts homeward turning: 
Drive the horses out till morning, 
Hasten to the village dance. 


Dance your fill, then slip off quietly 
Through the birch grove, dim and cool. 
See the girl home to her cottage, 

Go on, kiss her now, you fool! 

Then go sauntering back at leisure: 
Mother’s waiting... 


Suddenly, 
Comes a new sound, faint and distant, 
Low, deep-throbbing and insistent, 
Tedious, naggingly persistent, 
And you know it instantly. 


Once it used to send the drivers, 
As they neared the front-line zone, 
Scattering from the open highway 
Just as fast as they could run. 


Now it drones, as in a chimney, 
Tedious, maddeningly loud, 
And, however much you want to, 
You can’t run. It’s not allowed. 


Hug the earth, pinned down, defenceless, 


Just don’t let it worry you. 
After all, you know the expression — 


It’s a minor sabantu. 
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JKAYT, MOAWAT, TAR AAT pe6arta, 
3 Set CKaB, TOO ApPOXRb yHATE. 
U. KaK BOAMTCA, OpaTop 

TyT HaxOquTca 104 cTaTs.- 


C yauBuTeabuHoi 3a60T0K 
IlogcxasaTs Te6e ropa34: 

— Bor ceitaac on c passopora 
VM swauner. VW xu3xu aact. 
7Ku3HuU gact! 


Co ctpamHpm pesom 
Camoaet HBIPAeT BHU, 
Vi cuabuee Herty caosa 
Tou KoMaHgbl, 4TO roTOBa 
Ha ycrax y Bcex: 
— Aomucp!.. 


Cmeptp ectb cmepts. Ee npuxoga 
Bce MbI eM M0 CTapuHe. 

A B Kakoe BpeMa roga 

Aerye ru6uytb Ha Botte? 


A\eTOM COAHYe rpeeT xKapKo, 
M scrynaert 8 MOAHBI YBeT 
Bce kpyrom. Mi xu3HM 2KaAKo 
Ajo 3sapesy. Aerom— ner. 


B ocenb cmMepTs nog cTaTb KapTHHe, 
B cou wget Ipupoda Bea. 

Ho B rpa3u, B OKOMHO rAMHeE 
Bapyr sarnyteca? Her, Apy3ba... 


A 3HMO0H— 3eMAA, Kak KaMe€Hb, 
Ha apa Metpa ray6unoii, 
IIpusaaut te6a KomKamu,— 
Her yx, Hy ee — 3umoiit. 


A BeCHOH, BecHOi... Zja rae Tam, 
Ayule ckaxkem Hatlepeg: 

Ecau ropbKo ru6uyts aetom, 
Ecau oceHb) — He Med, 
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Silent, waiting, all the soldiers 
Clench their teeth, try not to shake. 
And, as usual, one real genius 
Finds a bright remark to make. 


His solicitude’s amazing, 

As he says to one and all: 

“Watch him! When he’s finished circling, 
He'll come in and have a ball!” 

Have a ball! 


Down he comes roaring. 
It’s a terrifying sound, 
And there’s nothing more compelling 
Than the order they're all yelling 
As one man: “Get down!” 
“Get down!” 


Death is death. We all expect it 
As the appointed time draws near. 
But for etting killed in wartime, 
What’s the easiest time of year? 


Warmly shines the sun in summer, 
And, wherever you may go, 


All’s in bloom. The thought’s heart-rending... 


Leave this life in summer? No! 


Autumn seems more likely. Nature 
Thinks of sleep as summer ends. 
But to take a tumble in those 
Filthy trenches? No, my friends.... 


Winter binds the earth rock-solid 
Six feet down; and suddenl 

You're entombed in slabs of topsoil. 
Thank you, winter’s not for me. 


But in springtime, but in springtime.... 
Here we might as well admit: 

If it’s bitter in the summer, 

If in autumn it’s not sweet, 


Eee 
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Ecan B 34My Apoxb Geper, 
To Becuod, APY3bA, OT 9TOU 
Tloqao% mtyKu— ayury pser. 


VM kakoit TH BAapyr nMoKopuEiit 
Ha rpyqu Aexuilb 3emMHoli, 

3acAOHACh OT CMepTH YepHoii 
Toasko co6ctBeHHoit cnunoit. 


Th A@KMIUb HHYKOM, NapHukKa 
ZiBaquaTu HeMOAHBIX AeT. 

Bor ceituac re6e u Kpsimika, 
Bor Te6a yxe u Her. 


Ts MpwKaa K BUCKaM AaJOHH, 
Tor 3a6n1a, 3a6BIA, 3a6n1a, 
Kak TpaBy myumaan KOHH, 
Uro B HOWHOe TH BOAHA. 


Cmeptp rpoxoueT B epenonkKax, 
Veaaaex, qaaex, Aaaek 

Beyep TOT M Ta AeBuOHKa, 

Yro AW6HA TH H 6eper. 


Wf apyseii u OausKux auua, 
Zlom ponuant Cy4OK B cTeHe... 
Her, 60ey, Huakom MOAHMTBCA 
He roautca Ha Boiine. 


Her, TOBapUll, 3A0 u ropgo, 
Kak 3aKOH BeAHT 6orny, 

CmepTp BCTpeyal AMIJOM K AKL, 
V1 xora 651 MAWHD efi B Mopdy, 
Ecaw Bce Mpwmao K KOHIV... 


Hy-Ka, ¥To 3a mepemena? 
To He myTkH— 60% uzer. 
Beran oguH wu 6nerT c KOAe€Ha 
M3 BHHTOBKH B CaMOaerT. 


‘Tpexauneiinan BHHTOBKa 

fe 6peseHTOBOM pemue, 

Ala narpousi c To roaoBKoii, 
To crpamna craabnoii 6poue. 
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If in winter it’s cold feet, 
Then the thought of death in springtime 
Bids to break the heart indeed. 


Nuzzling the earth, you lie there 
Cowed, subdued, with bated breath; 
Nothing but your back between you 
And a very nasty death. 


jae a lad not yet turned twenty, 
ing helpless, flattened prone. 

ere it comes. This time you’ve had it! 
You're a goner now, my son! 


Hands pressed tightly to your temples, 
You forget, forget, forget , 
How the horses champed the grasses 
When you turned them out at night. 


Death is roaring in your eardrums. 
Far, far, far away, 

Is the evening, and the girl you 
Cared for more than words could say. 


Faces of your friends and loved ones, 
Home, the knotty timber wall.... 

No, lad! Praying prone in wartime 
Isn’t going to help at all! 


No! And if the arrogant, evil 

Laws of war should so command, 
Look death in the eye, my friend, 
Show that you can still defy it, 
Though you know this is the end.... 


Wait! The situation’s altered! 
Someone’s hitting back again, 
Kneeling, firing with his rifle 
At the enemy aeroplane. 


{ust the usual soldier’s rifle 

ith a canvas webbing sling, 
But with armour-piercing bullets 
That will go through anything. 
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boi nepapupii, Gor KOpOTKHi. 
CamoaeT 4ykoi, c Kpectom, 
Iloxaguyaca, TOUHO AOgKa, 
Sayepnuysiaa 6optom. 


Hakpenach, nomen m0 Kpyry, 
KyBbipkaetca Hag AYTOM,— 

€ 3a4epxuBak — AaBan, 
B 3eMAw WITONOpoM BbesxKali! 


Cam CTPe€AOK TAAAMT C MCIyToM: 
UtTo Hagqeaaa HEB3HayaHt. 


CkopoctHoi, BoeHuniii, 4ePHBIH, 
Cop pemeHubii, 4ByXMOTOPHEIH 
CamMoaeT —CTaAbHad CHaCTb— 
YXHYA B 3€MAI0, 3aBbIBaA, 

Ulap semHoit mpo6utp xeaan 
Ms Amepuky nonacts. 


— He npo6ua, crapaacsa caa6bo. 
— Buguo, mecro poragaa. 


— Kro crpeasa? — 3Bonat u3 mtTa6a.— 
Kro crpeafa, kya momaa? 


AAbWTaHTH 3EMAIO PONT, 
Apmmut B rpy6xy renepaa. 
— PasbickaTb ToTyac repos. 
Kro crpeasa? 

A KTO cTpeasa? 


Kro He CIpaTaaAca B OKOTTUNK, 
Ilomunasn Bcex pOdJHEIX, 

Kro o}—cBoit cpequ caonx— 
He seHHTunk u He AeTUUK, 

A repoli—ne xyxe ux? 


Bot On CaM CTOHT C BHHTOBKOH, 
Bor mo3apaBuan ero. 

Vi kak 6yaTo Bcem HeAoBKO— 
Heus3pectuo oruero. 
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Duel unequal, soon decided. 
Jerry, with his painted cross, 
Keeled half over, like a vessel 
That the angry storm-winds toss; 


Listing badly, turned and circled 
Overhead, then somersaulted, 

Come on, dive, don’t mess around — 
Corkscrew straight into the ground. 


And the marksman watched and marvelled.... 
Never thought he’d bring him down. 


Black, twin-screwed, formidable, 
Modern, fast, manoeuvrable, 

Painted with a swastika, 

Plunging headlong downwards, shrilling, 
As if he had hopes of drilling 

Right through to America. 


“Didn't make it. Very feeble.” 
“Didn’t choose his spot, that’s plain!” 


HQ on the line: “Who did that? 
Find the man who got that plane!” 


Adjutants all in a tizzy, 

And the General roars again: 

“Find that hero quick! Who is he? 
Where’s the man who got that plane?” 


One who didn’t hide and cower, 
Crying for his family; 

ust a common soldier, he; 

o crack gunner or ace flier — 
But a hero anyway. 


So he stands there with his rifle 
As congratulations me 
Everybody seems embarrassed, 
No one knows exactly why. 
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BuHoBaTH, 4YTO Ab, OTUACTH? 

Vi cka3aa cepxaHT cmpocta: 

— Bor 4ro 3HauHT napHw cyacTbe, 
Taaqb—¥u OpdeH, Kak C xycTa! 


He npomegaAnBulH C OTBeTOM, 
Ilapenp cAaay mogaer: 

— He ropwit, y Hemya sToT — 
He nocaeAHH CaMOAeT... 


C sTouw WyTKow-noroBopKon, 
O6oaetepurenH OaTaason, 
Ilepemea B repou Tepkuy,— 
Dro 6bIA, MOHATHO, OH. 
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Are they feeling somewhat shamefaced? 
Says the = wrily, “Please, 

be ourself. There’s nothing in it. 
Me as here just grow on trees!” 


Whereon the resourceful laddie 

Finds his comeback like a shot: 

“Don’t you worry, Sarge. That plane was 
Not the last one Jerry’s got!” 


This went round the whole battalion 
And caught on immediately. 
Tyorkin thus became a hero— 
Naturally, it was he. 
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O TEPOE 


— Her, nocKoanxy o Harpaje 
Peab ONATb 3alllaa, Apy3ba, 
To ye He DIYTKH paqu 
Koe-aTo go6aBaw 4. 


Kak-To B rocnMTaae 6n1A0. 
Alen Aexy, Aexy BTOpOH. 
KTO-TO CMOTPHT MHE B 3aTBIAOK, 
Tloraaxy, a TO—repoit. 


Cam co6o0i, cka3aTb,— MaAbaHMKa 
He A0AeTOK-CTpuryHOK. 

Vs MyTuT MeHA MBICAMIIKa: 

Bot OH MOT, a A He MOF... 


PasroBpop H4eT MEK Hamu, 

Hi cnpocu # c nepBbix CAOB: 
— Busi oTkyga pogom camu— 
He u3 HamiMx AM KpaeB? 


CMOTpHT 0H: 
— A BB OTKy4a?— 


THE HERO 


No, my friends, since decorations 
Have come up again today, 

Let’s be serious for a moment: 
I’ve got something else to say. 


In the hospital it happened; 

I'd been there a day or so. 

Felt someone behind me, staring; 

Turned and looked, and— what d’you know! — 


Yes, a hero! Just a youngster, 
And I'l tell you honestly, 

That it got me kind of worried: 
Yes, he’d made it. As for me.... 


Anyway, we soon got talking, 

And I asked him nght away: 

“Mind me asking where you come from? 
Happen you’re from down my way?” 


Says he, staring: 
“Where are you from?” 
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Orseyaw: 

— Tak u Tak, 

Cam Kak pa3 CMOAeHCKHH Oyay, 
MoxerT, AyMalo, 3eMAAK? 


AX IIpHBCTaa Tepon: 

— Hy 4ro Bur, 

UtTo BbI,— BCKHHYA TOAOBOK,— 
A kak pa3 “3-104 Tam6osa,— 
VW norporaa open cao. 


VW symoaxnya. VM noxoxe, 
IloqyepKHyTb XOTe€A OH MHE, 
UtTo TakHx, Kak OH, H€ MOKET 
BsITb B CMOACHCKOM CTOpOHE; 


Uro yx Tak OHH BOBeEKH 
Pa3AM4alwoTCcA MECTA, 

UrTo y HHX py4bu MW peKH 
Vis caMa 3e€MAH He Ta, 

MV noaaHKu, 4 NpHropKH, 
VV Ko3aBKH, MH XKYKH... 


MH xyga TH, Bacbka Tepxuu, 
Ae3ellb Caypy B 3€MAAKH! 


Tak AH, HET —CKa3aTb,— HE 3Hal0, 
TOAbKO MHE OT MBICAM TO 
Cropona MOA pogHan 

Tloxasaaacb CHpoTon, 
CupoTHHkKoi, aro He BHAHO 

Ha napoge, Ha Kpyry... 


Tak MHe CTaAo BApyr o6uqHO,— 
Paccka3aTb BaM HE MOTy. 


9OTO Aa, 4TO A He TopABi 
Ilo xapaktepy, a Bce *« 
Bot Tenepb, Korga A OpseH 
Hayenaw, ckaxy 4: Bpeutp! 
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So I says to him: 

“Why, me, 

I'd be sort of from Smolensk, like. 
Thought you might be too, maybe....” 


Then he stiffens. 

“Did you! 

Did you?” —coming over all stuck up. 
Then he taps the gong he’s wearing: 
“From Tambov.” And then shuts up. 


That was all. As if he wanted 
ig to sort of rub it in 

at the kind of place I come from 
Can’t produce the likes of him. 


That his home and mine were always 
Different as chalk and cheese; 

That you can’t compare their rivers, 
Streams, or farmland, if you please! — 
Not to mention hills and meadows, 
Insects, beetles, bugs and fleas.... 


That'll teach you, Vasya Tyorkin, 
Trying to find who comes from where! 


Maybe I’m exaggerating, 

But it all seemed so unfair, 

Just as if my native country 

Might as well have not been there, 
Lost, forgotten, never mentioned, 
Never even called to mind.... 


Can’t describe my feelings, fellers, 
But it all seemed so unkind. 


I’m not proud, as I keep saying, 
No, quite definitely not. 

But when I pin on my medal 

That'll teach our friend what’s what! 
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MbI B 3€EMAAYECTBO HE AE3EM, 
Ectb CBOH y Hac Kpad. 

Trt — TamOoscKHn? Byab aiobesen. 
A CMOA€HCKHH — BOT OH 4. 


He wHOH KakOH, He 9HCKHH, 
be3biMAHHBIM KOpelloK, 

A Ae€HCTBHTe€ABHO CMOACHCKHH, 
Kak Apa3HHAM HaC, pOKOK. 


He KwuyCbh pOJHBIM A Kpaem, 
Ho npovau Bech Geant CBeT — 
Kro B poxKu Tebe chIrpaeT 
Tak, Kak Halll CMOACHCKHH AeA. 


SaBeseT, 3agyer CHBaA 
Auxan 6opoda: 
Tl ky4a, MOA KpacuBas, 
yaa Wfellb, KyAa... 


Vi peger, moet, 3anpupaet — 
Aaano, aTo 6€3 CAOB, 

Co cae30l0 BhIrOBapHBaeT 
PagoctTb uw AwOoBb. 


Wi 3a Ty oANy crapHHHy1 
3a My3bIKy-pO2%KOK 

B kpaH pogHoH Jopory AAMHHYIO 
Cro paz 68 4 mpomtea. 


Mue He Hao, OpaTub, opAena, 
Mune CAaBa He Hy2KHa, 

A HykHa, 60AbHa MHE, poOdiHa, 

PogHas cropona! 
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Each of us must come from somewhere. 
Fair enough. Leave well alone. 

From Tambov, you say? Oh, really! 
Near Smolensk, mate, that’s my home! 


I’m no nameless, numbered ticket: 

Use me once and throw me out, 

Take the shepherd’s pipe of those parts 
That they tease us all about. 


Say I’m boasting if you want to, 
But wherever you may roam, 

You won't serve a better piper 
Than old grandad way back home. 


Pipe away, you jolly greybeard, 
Pipe a merry ditty: 

“Whither bound, o lovely lassie, 
Whither bound, my pretty?” 


Plays he lively, plays he blithely, 
Tells in wondrous wise 

Tales of joy and true love, bringing 
Teardrops to your eyes. 


I would make the homeward journey 
A hundred times and more, 
Just to hear that piper playing 
As in days of yore. 


I don’t long for medals, brothers, 
Glory’s not for me; 

All I long for is my kinfolk, 
And my own countree. 
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TEHEPAA 


3aHAAa BOMHAa MOACBeTa, 
CroH CTOHT BTOpoe AeTO. 
Onoscaa @ponT crpany. 
Tae-ro Aagora... A rge-To 
Aou—ux To xe Ha Joxy... 


T'ae-To Aomaqu B yNpAKKe 

B cxaaax 3y6ni ObioT 06 aed... 
Tge-To s6A0HA UpeTerT, 

UV Mopak B OAHOM TeABHALIKe 
Tauyjut crembio myAemet... 


l'ae-ro 6omO6nr TonuyT ropog, 
Touyt Ha Mope cya... 
I'ae-TO TaHKM Ae3yT B ropH, 
K Boare apnnyaacp Gea... 


['ae-To, 6yATO Ha 3aqBopKe, 
byATo 3HaTb MIpo TO He 3HaA, 
a cBoeM yyacTKe TepkHu 

B o6opone 3aropaa. 


THE GENERAL 


War full half the wide world over 
Groans into its second summer. 

Now the land is torn in two. 

Ladoga lies somewhere.... Somewhere 
Flows the Don.... A front there, too.... 


Somewhere in the hills, draft horses 
Slip on ice and smash their teeth... 
Somewhere, apple trees are flowering, 
In his undervest, the sailor 

Hauls the gun across the heath. 


Somewhere, bombers raze a city, 

Ships are sinking by the score.... 

Somewhere, tanks crawl through the mountains, 
Doom draws near the Volga’s shore.... 


As if in his own back garden, 
As if war were far away, 
Tyorkin, lazy with inaction, 
Dreams the idle hours away. 
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Y AecHou rayxoii peaymKu, 

4TO KaTHAaCh BAOAB BOKHHI, 
Ilocae Ao6po nocrupymKu 
IlopasBecua aan MpOcylikH 

Tumuactepky u mTaHH. 


Ha mpumexe o6HsA 3eMaAn. 
Pyxu Bai6pocwa Brepeg 

4 nea 4 TaK-TO Apemaer, 
Moxer 6nITB, 3a WeABHi rod. 


Mf peaymxa— Heray6oxnui 
PoaHMKOBHI pyseek — 
IMepeaut TpaBoi-ocoKxoit 
Y ero pa3yTstx Hor. 


Mf kypasryer c THxol Aackoit, 
Moer KaMYIKH Ha JHe. 

V1 BBIXO4MT He TO cKa3ka, 

He To necenka Bo cue. 


A na ‘Cs HOI BEIMOW. 
yAa, pewenbkKa, Teyemrb? 
B cropony Mow, pogumyn, 
OxeT, rge-Hub6y4b cBepHenD. 


Moxer, rae-Hu6y Ab H3Ay4HHOH 
IIo nytu sat%zemp TyAa, 

Yi nog ra ie ac KOAIOYEO 
IIpobepemsca 6e3 rpyaa, 


Mex HeMelyKHMH OkOonaMhH, 
Mumo Bpaxkeckux noctos, 
Bo3ae nyuek, B 3eMAIO BKOMaHHEIX, 
IIpomeAbkHemb 13-3a KyCTOB. 


VW tTponoit cBoeit wcKOoHHOIO 
POTEI€lIb THI TaM, Kak TyT, 
Vs uu femme, Hu KonHBIE 
Ha nyTu He mepeiimyr. 


Aoreyemtb Joporoki KPyKHOIO 
Ao pogumoro ceaa. 
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At the forest brooklet, singing 

On the fringe of war nearby, 

After a good wash and wringing, 

wa left his trousers hanging 
ith his tunic out to dry. 


Lies he where the sun is hottest, 
Arms extended, palms down-pressed, 
Catching up on all his daydreams 
For a good twelve months at least. 


And the brooklet of spring waters 
Gently shakes the grassy sedge 
At his feet, spread out for comfort 
Close beside the water’s edge; 


And it chirps affectionately, 
Laves the pebbles on its bed, 
And a song, or maybe story, 
Seems to sing in Tyorkin’s head. 


I will wade in your clear waters. 
Brooklet, whither going? 
To my own dear native village 
ill you be a-flowing? 


Say, will your meanderings take you 
To my home out yonder? 
Prickly barbed wire shall not stay you 

As you trickle under. 


Through the German trenches shimmering, 
Past the sentry stations, 

In among the trees and bushes, 
Round the gun positions, 


You shall take your old, time-honoured 
Homeward course, as ever. 
Infantry or cavalrymen 
Shall delay you never. 


To my home by ways so devious 
on shall slowly wander. 
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Ha MoctTy CoAgaTbI C pyKbAMH,— 
Tl 104 MOCTHKOM TIpomiaa. 


TaM mewaAb CBOW BeAHKyN, 
Yro 6e3 Kpaa u KOH, 

Hag To60H, Had pedKOH, BbITAaKaTD, 
MoxerT, Bla gzeT MaTb Goya. 


Hag To6oH, Haq MaAOH peyKow, 
Hag Bogon, we NyTb Jarek, 

IlocanixaTb ObI XOTb CAOBEYKO ei, 

XoTb OJHO, 4TO ICA ChIHOK. : 


TlomopoxeHHbIi, MpOcTyK€HHBIH, 

OrgpixaeT OH, repou, 
burTpiii, pavensin, KOHTY2KEHHBIM, 
Ala 3A0poBblit W *KMBOU... 


TepkuH— MHOro AM ApeMaA OH, 
SeMAIO-MaTb I1pwxKaB K WyjeKe,— 
CaAbILIMT: 

— Tepxun, k renepaay 

Ha ogHou AaBaii HOre. 


Ilocmotpea, nogusaca Tepkun, 
TytT CBAa3HOH CTOHT. 

— Hy aro x, 

bes miTaHos, 6e3 ruMHacrepKu 
K reHepaay He owen. 


Tosoput, 4yauT, a Bce *e 

Cam, BOAHYACb HM Cons, 
Hempocoxiny ofexy 

CneuiHo NAAMT Ha ceba. 
IIpupocaa k cnuHe — He CTpOoHeT... 


— Tepxkuu, Cpoky NATb MHHYT. 
— Huuero. C 3eMam He Crouar, 
Ajaapme Ppouta He MONAT. 


TlogsampaBvMaca Ha CAaBy, 
VU xorb 3HaeT Haneped, 

UTo copceM He Ha pacipaBy 
Yenepaa ero 30BeT,— 
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Should there be a bridge with sentries, 
You'll run softly under. 


And, maybe, the soldier’s mother, 
By your waters standing, 

Has come down to weep her sorrow, 
Grief that has no ending. 


There, by your much-travelled waters 
In the hope of hearing 

Just a word or two of tidings 
How her son is faring. 


After many a chill and fever, 
He’s alright, is Tyorkin; 


And though battered, wounded, shell-shocked 


He’s alive and kicking. 


Tyorkin, lying there and dreaming 

With his cheek pressed to the ground, 
Hears: “The General wants you, Tyorkin! 
Put your skates on! Quick, get round!” 


Tyorkin turns his head, half-rises, 
Sees an orderly. “Now, son, 

Can’t go to the General, can I, 
Till I’ve got my trousers on!” 


Though he jokes and gags about it, 
He’s excited, breathing fast; 

Grabs his damp things from the bushes, 
Tries to drag them on in haste, 

But they cling to him all over.... 


“You've got just five minutes, mate!” 
“Well? You think they’re going to fire me, 
All because I showed up late?’ 


But he makes himself look tidy, 
For he knows it well enough 

That the General hasn’t called him 
Merely for a ticking off. 
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Bce * y rAaBHOTO Nopora 

B reHepaabcKom 6anHAaxKe — 
bora 651 Gor, Tak Tepxun 6ory 
Tlomoanaca 651 B Aye. 


Ilyrka Ab, ecaAm pa306paTbca: 

K renepaay BXOAMIIb BAPyr,— 
TenepaA— O4uH Ha ABagIaTp, 
{lpaqatTb WAT, a MOXKET CTAaTLCA, 
V1 wa CopoK BepcT BOKpyr. 


TeHepaa cTouT Hag HaMu,— 
Opoberb np HeM He rpex,— 
OH He TOABKO 4TO GHHaMH, 
Boespimu opgevamyu, 

Ox rogamu cTapute BCex. 


Ts, o6%xermmch Kalle, MAaKaa, 
THI MelIKOM XOAHA HO CTOA, 
Ox Tora yx O6b1A BOAKOH, 

On XOAHA yxe B aTaky, 

B3Bo4, a TO H poTy Bea. 


VW sua sToH NOAOBHHE — 

Y nlepeaHuX Hallux AHHM, 
Ha BpotiHe — He KTO, Kak OH, 
Tso IK u tao Kaannun. 
Cya. Ore. Taapa. 3axou. 


Yecrbw, Apyr, CauTali HeMaaod, 
3apaboTaHHo B Go, 
YcAbIXaTb OT reHepaaa 
Bapyr aMHAHw CBON. 


3Hait: 3a ACAO, 3a 3aCAyry 
)Kmet Te6e OH KpeNKO pyky 
Boesout caoei pyKoii. 


— Bor, 6pat, 3Haqut, TH Kako. 
Borarsipp. Opea. Hy, npocto— 
Bonn! — ckaxet reHepaa. 
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But as he draws near the threshold 
Of that holy place down there, 

If there were a God, then Tyorkin 
Would intone a silent prayer. 


It’s no joke, to put it bluntly, 
When the CO calls you round. 
Generals don’t come in plenty; 
He’s the only one for twenty, 
Maybe forty, versts around. 


If you go with trepidation, 

Well, it’s only natural.... 

It’s not just his rank and station, 
Or his Army decorations — 

He’s the oldest of us all. 


And, while with a baby spoon 

You were guzzling breakfast porridge, 
He’d been made, for dash and courage, 
Company Commander soon 

After leading a platoon. 


As the front-line soldiers see him, 
He is fraught with special meaning. 
They know well that in this war, 
He’s their CC,* their Kalinin.** 
Father. Judge. Authority. Law. 


Friend, consider it an honour, 
Almost military fame, 

When the General in person 
Calls you by your modest name, 


And, in his appreciation 
Of your gallant contribution, 
Shakes you firmly by the hand. 


“Good for you, lad! That was grand! 
Acted like a proper champion!” 
Warmly says the General. 


* Central Committee of the Communist Party of the 


Soviet Union.— Tr. ‘ 
** Mikhail Kalinin (1875-1946) was President of the 
Supreme Soviet of the USSR at the time.— Tr. 
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Vs nyckait TH Aaxke poctom 
Vi maeubMu BCEFO HE B3HA, 

HU ogert we Aaa napaga,— 
TyT so#na— napag NOoTOM,— 
Topopat: opea, Tak Hago 

Vi rasngetb u OnITb OpAoM. 


Cro, 6oel, C AOCTOHHBIM BHAOM, 
Ilonumait, B Ayule uel: 
Tenepaa warpaay BbigaA— 

Kak Obl CHAA C Tpygu cBoOei — 

VM x 60%u0BCKOH ruMHacTepke 
IIpukpenua HeMegAA cam. 

UV aagonbn: 

— Bor, 6par Tepxuy,— 

Ilo auxuM mpoBea ycam. 


B cxo6xax Hago6uo, nomaayi, 
3AeCb OTMETHTB, 4TO YCHI, 
Ecau ecTb y renepaaa, 

To onM He AAA Kpachi. 


Ha Botue an, Ha Mapage 
He nycrax, Apy3ba, korga 
Tenepaa ycbi noraaqua 

VM scKa3aa xoTa 6m: 


— fla... 


Ectb npuBbtika 6oesan, 
EcTb MMHYTBI HW 4acHl... 
V1 ue 3pa eme Yanaes 
YBakaa CBOH yCbl. 


Caosom — Aaapuie. Tenepaay 
Tloka3aao0cb nog KoHeH, 

to caoeli warpage Maao 
Ilouemy-ro pag 6oeu. 


UrTo x, Goer] — ayua *KUBAA, 
Ha Bove BTOpOH yx rod... 
Vi ue kama apiit gens cCOuBalT 
V3 BHHTOBKH CaMOAeT. 
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And, although you’re not broad-shouldered 
And, although you're not so tall, 

And not dressed for the parade-ground 
(Leave that till the fighting’s done), 

If they tell you you’re a champion, 

Better look and be like one. 


Do your best, rise to the occasion, 

And remember well, my son, 

How he handed you the medal 

Just as if it were his own; 

How he pinned it on your tunic, 

Quickly, but in no way rushed, 

Clapped your shoulder: “Good work, Tyorkin!” 
And gave his moustache a brush. 


Also, parenthetically, 

There’s one comment we should make: 
No, the General’s moustache is 

Not there just for beauty’s sake. 


On parade or at the front-line, 

It’s not purely meaningless 

If he brushes his moustache, though 
He may only say: “Hm, yes....” 


It’s a good old Army custom, 
And, as every soldier knows, 
Not for nothing did Chapayev 
Cherish his mustachios. 


Still, to go on with our story.... 
Soon the General descried 
That, despite his decoration, 
Tyorkin seemed unsatisfied. 


Well, the fellow’s coy human, 

He’s been fighting all the way. 

And you don’t shoot down a bomber 
With a rifle every day. 
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Moaogija HW B CaMOM geae 
OTAHYMTb pacueT IpAMOH. 


— Bor aro, Tepxun, na Hegeaio 
Moxenlb Cc OpszeHOM— Jomo... 


TepkuH— NOHAA AM, He TOHAA, 
Urb He BEpuT TeM CAOBaM? 
TOAbBKO APOTHyAH AagzOHH 

Pyk, NPOTAHYTHIX 10 DIBaM. 


IIpo ce6a B3goxuys ray6oxo, 
Tepkuu THXO oTBEWaA: 

— Ha wegeaw maao cpoxy 
Mue, ToBapuuy reHepaa... 


Tenepaa CKAOHHACA CTporo: 

— Kax Tak maao? Iloyemy? 

— Iloromy—rpygua gopora 
Hstnge K AOMY MOeMy. 

4jom-To Bpoge HeAaAe4Ko, 

{lo npsamovi — nycramHnlit nyTb... 


— Hy aro x? 

— Ala & He peyxa, 

Yro6 aerko Ty4a WIMBITHYTS. 
Mue lo kpaHHOCTH BHadare 
{jHeM CoBaTbCA He C pyKH. 
Mue u4rTu TyJa HOWaMH, 
Hy, a HOUM KOpOTKH... 


Tenepaa KHBHYA: 

— Wloustuo! 

“‘dleao c ornmyckom— Tabax.— 
Tloutyrna: 

— A kak o6paTHo 

Tar mpumea 6n1?.. 

— TouHo * Tak... 


Cropoua MO AecHaa, 

Kaxk abi KyCTHK MHe — pogua. 
A yTH TakHe 3Hal0, 

Uro noau noma Mena! 
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Seeing that the lad deserves it, 
There’s one more thing I can do.... 


“Tyorkin, one week’s leave is granted. 
‘Take your medal home with you.” 


Can’t the lad believe his ears, then? 
Is he dumbstruck as he seems? 

But his hands are trembling slightly 
Pressed against the trouser seams. 


Tyorkin heaved a sigh, and answered 
In a timid voice and low: ; 
“Comrade General, one week is 
Hardly long enough, you know.” 


Grim, the General leaned forward; 
“What d’you mean, ‘not long enough’?” 
“It’s no easy road to travel, 

And the going could be tough. 

As the crow flies — nothing to it, 

It’s not all that far to go....” 


“Well, then?” 

“Well, I’m not a brooklet, 

Just to trickle through somehow.... 
Getting through the lines in daylight 
Wouldn’t be exactly sport. 

I would have to move in darkness, 
And the nights are pretty short.” 


“Ah!” The General nodded. “Got you! 
Rather dodgy business, eh?” 

Then he ‘cee “As for returning, 
D’you suppose you’d find the way?” 


“It’s all forest where I come from. 
I know every bush and tree, 
Every track. I could lie low there, 
And you'd look in vain for me. 
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Mue TaM KaxkAav 3HakomMa 
Bopos3genka nog MexKoi. 

A— cMoaeHckuii. A tam goa. 
A TaM—cBOH, a on— 4yxKOH. 


— HUorogu-xa. Ts 6e3 myTox. 
Tt 651 BOT 4TO MHE CKa3aa... 


VM kak 6yaTo B Ty MHHYyTy 
WTo-TO BCHOMHHA reHepaa. 
Ha 60a B3srAaHyA AyliesHei 
Vi cka3aa, marHyB K CTeHe: 

— Hy-ka, rge rBoa gepesua? 
Tloxaxu no KapTe MHe. 


Tepkui AbIIMIHT OCTOpOxHO 

Y HayaabcTBa 3a MAeqOM. 

— MoxHO,— MOABHT,— STO MOXKHO. 
Bot on /jHemp, a BoT Moi ao. 


Tenepaa OTMeTHA TOUKy. 

— Bor aro, Tepxuu, B OAMHOUKy 
He pesou te6e natu. 

Ilorepnu yx, gai orcpoyxy, 

Ham c To6ow no nyTH... 


Ornyck TOUHO, akkypaTHO 
3a ToboH npouy yaecTs. 


V1 6oer cKasaa: 
— Tloustuo.— 
Meme gobasna: 
— Ect. 


Bcraa m0 @opme y nopora, 
IIpusaqyMaacsa HeMHOrO, 
Ha cexynay Ha ony... 


Yenepaa ycsl moTporaa 
VW cka3aA, NOAHABUINCH: 
— Hyr.. 


a 
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“I know every single furrow, 

Every single boundary line. 

All that country round Smolensk. it’s 
Not their home by rights, it’s mine.” 


a a moment. That’s important. 
ou could help us out, maybe....” 


And, as if some half-forgotten 
Thought had struck him suddenly, 
With a friendlier glance at Tyorkin, 
He approached the dug-out wall. 
“See this map? Point out your village, 
Can you?” asked the General. 


Tyorkin stepped up close behind him, 
Breathing extra carefully. 

“Yes, I can. That there’s the Dnieper, 
And that there’s my home,” said he. 


Then the CO marked it lightly. 
“Look here, Tyorkin, can’t say rightly 
You'd do well to go alone. 

If you don’t mind waiting slightly, 
We could all head for your home.... 


“Just postpone your leave a little. 
Rest assured, you'll get it all.” 


“Understood,” said Vasya Tyorkin, 
Adding, “Comrade General.” 


As per Army Regulations, 
Tyorkin stiffened to attention, 
Then turned thoughtful for a spell... 


And the General, half-rising, 
Fingered his moustaches: 
“Welle...” 
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CKOABKMX OH, Had KapToH CHA, 
CaoBoM, NOAmMChw CBOeH, 
Ilepeg Tem B raa3za He BHAA, 
TlocbiaaA Ha CMepTb Al Jen! 


UTo xe, BCexX HM HE yBHAMUIb, 

C Kak AbIM K POCCTAHAM HE BbIMJelIb, 
Ha mpouyanbe BCceM HEAb3A 
SarAAHYTb TeMAO B TAa3a. 


3arAAHYyTb B rAa3a, KaK Apyry, 
VU noxaTb noKpenue pyky, 

V no uUMeHu Ha3BaTb, 

VM yaaum moxeaath, 

VW, nomeazAMBIUK MMHYTKY, 
O6o04puTb cCTapHHHOH WyTKON: 
Moa, XOTA MW TARKEeAO, 

A, Me*KAY MpouHM, HHY4ETO... 


Her, Ha Bcex Te6a He XBaTHT, 
XOTb KakOW ThI reHepaa. 


Ho c 0gHUM io ae KCTaTH 
Tenepaa He 3a6nrBaa. 


O6HAAMCh OHH, MyKUMHEI, 
Tenepaa-mahop c 60%n0M,— 
TenHepaa —c A1o6uMbIM CBIHOM, 
A 60e4,—c pogHbIM OTUOM. 


Hi boty 3a Tem MOporoM 
IIpegcrosaa nyTb-gopora 
Ha poanyw cropony, 

IIpamMukom yepe3 Boiiny. 
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Brooding on his maps, how many 
Soldiers, quite impersonally, 

With a word or scribbled order 
Has he sent away to die? 


You can’t walk with every soldier 
To the parting of the ways; 
Look into his eyes directly 

With a warm and friendly gaze; 


Grip him firmly by the hand, 

As if he were some dear friend; 
Call him by his name, express 
Hopes for good luck and success; 
Ande delaying for a minute, 

Crack some joke with whiskers on it: 
“As the famous poet said, 

‘Cheer up, son, you'll soon be dead.’” 


No, there isn’t a commander 
Who could say good-bye to all. 


But one man was not forgotten 
This time by the General. 


Major-General and soldier, 

They embraced as man with man: 
Common private and his father, 
General and his favourite son. 


And, beyond the threshold lay 
Vasya Tyorkin’s homeward way 
Over country scarred and torn 
To the place where he was born. 
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O CEBE 


A MOKMHYA 40M Korga-To, 
Ilospaaa Aopora BAaAb. 
He maaa 6n1Aa yTpata, 
Ho cpetaa 6nlAa eaaAb. 


Vi rogamu c rpycrhw HexHO — 
Mex WHBIX A1I0OBIX TpeBor — 
YrOA OTUMH, MHp MOK IpexHuii 
AB Ayme MoeH Geper. 


fla 4 He 6nIAO NOMexu 
B3aTb H BCIOMHHTb Hayrad 
Crappili aec, kya B Opexu 
Al XOquA C TOATION pebar. 


Aec—Hu Tyae, HY OCKOAKOM 

He nopaHenHuit HHUYTb, 

He nopy6aenusiit 6€3 TOAKy, 

bes nopsaky Kak-Huby Jp; 

He KopyuesaHubiit yracom, 

He noBaAeHHbIit OrHeM, 

XAA@MOM I'MAb3, KECTAHOK, KaCOK 
He s3aBaaeHHBIH KpyroM; 


ABOUT MYSELF 


Years ago, the wide world calling 
Took me from my home away. 
Though my loss was not a small one, 
Gentle was my grief that day. 


Through the years with tender sadness, 
Day-to-day concerns apart, 

Memories of home I cherished 

Deep within my yearning heart. 


At my fancy, I could always 

Call to mind those early joys: 
How I roamed the ancient forest, 
Nutting with a gang of boys. 


Woods not torn and gashed by shrapnel, 
Nor by flying bullets grazed; 

Woods no fury of destruction 

Had condemned to senseless waste; 
Woods not seared by high-explosives, 
Burnt down to the very ground, 

Woods not strewn with cartridge cases, 
Cans and helmets all around; 
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BAWwHAaxKaMM He M3PBITHI, 
He o6kypeHunlit 34M0H, 
Hu csoumu He oOKUTHI, 
Hu 4yxuMMH 110g 3eMAeH. 


Muanit aec, rg4e A MaAbYOHKOH 
Tlaea 43 BeTOK Mmaaalin, 

Tage ogHaxk dbl A TeAeHKa, 
C6uBUIMCh C HOF, HCKaA B FAYyIIH... 


IloAgeub paHHero HIOHA 

bpia B Ae€Cy, H Kak AIM AMCT, 
Tloanbii, pagOCTHbIM MW IOHBIN, 
Baia ropa4, HO CBE M YHCT. 


AMCT K AMCTY, AMCTOM IIpHKppBITHI, 
B c6ope AMCTBeHHOM TyCTOM 
IlepecunTaHHbii, IpOMbITBIM 
Ileppnmm 3a AeTO AOKAeM. 


VB rayuIM pogHou, BerBUcTon, 
VU 8B THUIM ZHEBHOH, AeCHOH 
Moao4ou, rycrou, CMOAMCTHIN, 
SOAOTOH AepxKaaca 3HOH. 


VM 8 cnoKoinonw uae xBOMHOHK 
Y 3e€MAM MelaACA OH 

C MypaBbHHbIM AYXOM BHHHBIM 
Vs WbaAHHA, CKAOHAA B COR. 


VB MCTOMEe NTHUBI CMOAKAN... 
CBeTaow Kalle CMOAa 

Ilo kope HarpeTou eaKu, 

Kak cAe3a BO CHE, TeKAA... 


MarTb-3eMAa MOA pogHaa, 
Cropoua MOA AecHag, 

KpaH HegsaBHUXx JeTCKHX AeT, 
Orunit Kpai, Tbl eCTh WAb HET? 


AletctBa AeHb, Jo rpo6a Muni, 
AleTcTBa COH, 4TO Cepauy CBAT, 
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Woods not criss-crossed with entrenchments, 
Woods not charred by winter fires, 

Woods not occupied and lived in 

By whole armies— ours or theirs. 


Dear, dear forest, where I wove me 
Twigs and branches for a tent: 
Where I sought an erring calf, and 
Ran till I was nearly spent.... 


Once in early June, at midday, 
Every leaf that I saw there 
Joyous, full and juvenescent, 
Glowed as with the purest fire. 


Leaf to leaf, by leaf part covered, 
In a dense and leafy pile, 
Counted over, wanes by summer’s 
First fresh shower of rain the while. 


Deep within my native backwoods 
All those silent summer days, 
Thick and fragrant with sweet resin 
Hung the shimmering golden haze, 


Mingling in the tranquil fir-grove 
With the winey redolence 

Of the ants— intoxicating 

And inducing somnolence. 


Drowsy are the birds and silent... 

See the bead of resin cree 

Down the fir-tree’s warm bark, shining 
Like a teardrop shed in sleep.... 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 

Land of woods and dreaming forest, 
Where I roamed not long ago— 
Are you there still, yes or no? 


Childhood days the memory clings to, 
Distant dream the heart holds dear — 
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Kak aerko Bce 9TO OBIAO 
B3ATb HW BCIOMHUTh Fog Ha3aJ. 


BcnoMHUTb pa30M 4TO IpHAzeTcA — 
CoHHbI MOAAeHb Hag BOAOH, 
Zipopuk, crexky JO KOAOAIa, 

Tae mecoqek 30A0TOH; 

KuHMry, YHTaHHyW B M0Ae, 

KuyT, CBHCaloujHH C MAeya, 

Aeg Ha peake, raobyc B MIKOAe 

Y Usana Wapuya... 


Zja u He ObIAO 3anpeta, 
ITpoesqHov kyruB 6uaer, 
Bapyr Ty4a MpHexaTb AeTomM, 
Tage Tht He ObIA A€CATH ACT... 


Uro6nr c AaCKOH, XOTb HE JeTCKOH, 
BHosb OOHATE CTapyxy MaTb, 

He 04 1poBOAOKOH HeMeyKOL 
Hyxuo 651A0 Nponoasats. 


Yro6 co B3spocaonw rpycTbw cAagkKoli 
IIpasquux BcTpewn NepexuTb— 
He yKpadakou, He C OrAA AKON 

Ilo poqubim AecaM Kpy2KHTb. 


Uro6 cepgewHsIM pa3sroBopom 

C 3e€MAAKaMH BCTPeTHTb JeHb— 
He nya 6biAa, Kak BOpy, 

Ilo creHoio npsatTaTb TeHb... 


Martb-3eMAA MOA pogHaa, 
Cropoua MOA Ae€CHas, 

Kpau, crpaqgawoujui B maeny! 
A pway— Anulb AHA He 3Hal, 
Ho mpuay, te6a Bepry. 


He 3BepHHbim poOKuM CAegom 
Al IpuHdy, TBOW KpOBHbIi ChIH,— 
Bmecte c Hamew nobe,or 

Al uay, a He O4MH. 
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All so easy to remember 
Till that dark and fateful year. 


Memories of the water shining 

In the drowsy noonday heat; 

Courtyard, footpath to the well-head, 
Golden sand there at your feet; 

Books, the shepherd’s knout that dangled 
From your shoulder as a rule; 

River ice, the globe at lessons 

With Ivan Ilyich in school... 


No one ever said you couldn't 
Buy a ticket for the train 

After ten long years of absence 
Just to see your folks again. 


No need to go crawling under 

Barbed wire and across the line 
To embrace your ageing mother 
With a love undimmed by time. 


No need for that furtive skulking 
Through the forest on your way 

To the secret, grown-up sadness 

Of that sweet reunion day. 


No need to slink round the corner 
Wary as a thief, or worse, 
Scared of your own shadow, just to 
Meet your fellow villagers. 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 

Land of woods and dreaming forest 
Suffering in captivity! 

When, | cannot rightly say, 

But I shall return one day. 


Not like some wild, cowering creature 
Shall your son at last come home, 
But in victory’s hour triumphant 

Pll return, and not alone! 
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SToT aac HE 3a TOpON, 
Aaa Meus uw gan Teba... 


A 4uTaTeAb TOM Nopow 
CxaeT: 

— Tye xe mpo repos? 
Oro 6oapme mpo ceba. 


IIpo ce6a? Yunpex ymecrunii, 
Moxert 68ITb, MCHA Tipecek. 


Ho gapaiite ckaxkeM 4ECTHO: 
Uro *%, a A HE WEAOBEK? 


Cnoputb 34ecb HYKABI HE BUDKY, 
CosHaBalica B 4eM B ApyroM. 

Al orpa6aeu MW yHWxKeH, 

Kak M Thi, OAHHM BparoM. 


A aporsy oT 60an OCTpoH, 
3ac6bI TOpbKOH MW CBATON. 
Matb, oTell, podHble CecTphi 

Y MeHA 3a TOH ¥epTOH. 

Al croHaTb oT 60AN BrIpaBe 

Vs Kpwuatb C TOCKM KAATON. 

To, 4To A BCeM CepAljeM CAaBHA 
VM aw6ua— 3a TOW yepToH. 


Zipyr Mow, Tak *%Ke He A€TKO MHE, 
Kak te6e c rayxon 6egon. 

To, 4TO A XpaHWA UW MOMHMA, 
Uem A #KMA— 3a TOH, 3a TOH— 
3a HeNMCaHOn rpaHuen, 
Ilonepexk crpaHnl caMoHu, 

Uro roput, ropuT B 3apHuax 
Bcnpimiek — A€TOM H 3HMOMN... 


Vi cxamxy tebe, He CKpow,— 
B sTow KHUre, TaM AM, CAM, 
To, TO MOABHTD Obi repow, 
Tospopl0 A AMYHO CaM. 

Al 3a BCe KpyroM B OTBETE, 
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Yes, that hour is drawing nearer 
Slowly, both for you and me... 


Then the reader: 

“And our hero— 

Have you left him on the shelf? 
All you talk of is yourself!” 


Why, you almost beat me to it. 
That was rightly said by you. 


But we might as well be honest: 
Me, am I not human too? 


There’s no call for us to quarrel 
Over things like that. You see, 
I’ve been robbed, humiliated 

By that selfsame enemy. 


With the keenest pain I tremble, 
Holy, bitter rage is mine. 

Mother, father, sisters —all are 
On the wrong side of that line. 

I could rightly groan with anguish, 
Cry out at the cruel affront. 

Alt I love and hold most sacred 
Lies beyond that battle-front. 


Yes, calamity has hit me 

Just as hard as you, my friend; 

All I cherish and remember, 

All I’ve lived for, lies beyond 

That uncharted frontier slanting 
Down across the land entire, 
Burning, burning, summer, winter, 
In a holocaust of fire. 


In this book occasionally — 

And I’m being frank with you— 
What my hero should be saying 
Comes from me direct, it’s true. 
I am part of all that’s round me, 
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Vs 3aMeTb, KOAb HE 3aMETHA, 
Uto u Tepxun, MOH repou, 

3a MeHA FAaCHT NOpoH. 

On 3€MAAK MOH H, OBITh MOXKET, 
XorTb HHMaAO HE OST, 

Bce xe KaK-HMOyqb NOxoKe 
Pasmpimasa. A HeT, Hy— HET. 


Tepxuu— gaapmie. ABTOp— Bcaed. 
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And, no doubt, you will have found me 
Giving Tyorkin many a time 

Thoughts and feelings that are mine. 
He’s my countryman, and maybe, 
Though he’s not the poet kind, 

Still, in all his thoughts and feelings, 
He’s somehow that way inclined. 


Let him lead. I’ll come behind. 


Se gy OP gmk: 
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BOH B BOAOTE 


bot 6e3BnecTublii, 0 KOTOPOM 
Peub ceroaqHA TOBeseM, 

Baia, mpomea, 3a6BIACK CKOpO... 
{ja 4 BCNOMHAT AH O HEM? 


boi B aecy, B kycTax, B 6oaoTe, 
I'ge Bova CTeAHAa IyTb, 

Tae Boga Onraa mexote 

Ilo KoAeHO, rpa3b— 10 rpy Ab; 


Tage 6peau Got nonypo, 

VU, ckoab3uys C 6peBHa B HOU, 
ApTHAAepHA TOHY,Aa, 

YBa3aAnw TATayn. 


Dror 6o% B 6oAoTe AMKOM 
Ha BTOpoM rogy BOHHEI 
He 3a ropog mea BeAHKHi, 
UTo OAMH y BCeH CTpaHE; 


He 3a ropayl0 TBepABIHH, 
Uro y MaTyuIKH-pekn, 


THE BATTLE OF THE MARSHES 


Now, the battle of the marshes 

That’s our subject for today, 

Came and went, was soon a 
Who'd remember anyway? 


It took place in swampy forest 

Where the tide of war hed spread, 
Where they fought knee-deep in water, 
And breast-high in oozing mud; 


Where they straggled, glum and wretched, 
And the field guns in the night 

Slipped their beams, subsided slowly, 
While the tractors bogged down tight. 


And the battle of the marshes, 

As war’s second year came round, 
Wasn’t fought for some great city 
Of illustrious renown; 


Wasn't fought for that proud fortress 
By the Volga flowing free, 
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A 3a He€KHH, CKaxKeM HbIHe, 
HaceaeHuniit WyHKT bopxu. 


Ou crosA 3a TeM 6O0AOTOM 
Y KOHUa A€CHOH Tponst, 
B HeM OCTaAOCb POBHBIM C4€TOM 


O6ropeanx Tpu Tpy6sr. 


Tam C OTKPBITBIX H 3aKPBITHIX 
Ornespix — Komy 3a6nITb! — 
barao 6uTo, 6uTo, 6uTO, 

V1, xa3aaocb, 4TO Tam 6uTb? 


Tam B we6eHKy KaxK Ab KaMeHb, 
B wenmku Kaxgoe OpesHo. 
Ha3pipaaocb Tam bopkamMu 
Mecto yepHoe O4HO. 


A B OKpyxkKy — MOx, 60a0TO, 
Kpaii oT Mupa B CTopoHe. 

IIOAyMaTb BAPyr, 4TO KTO-TO 
3AeCh POAWACH, %KUA, paboraa, 
Kro cerogHa Ha BOHHE. 


Tage Th,’ rae TH, MaAbaHK 6ocniit, 
ZlepeBenckuii NacTyoK, 

YTO 10 8THM ABIMHBIM pocaM, 
UrTo 10 S9THM KOUKAaM WIeA? 


BwAcH Ab TB B ropax KasBxagza, 
Wau naa 3a Craannrpaa.. 

Moi 3eMAAK, poBecHHK, Opar, 
Bepuniit qoary u WpuKazy 
PycckuHi Tpy*KeHHK-COAaT. 


Van, MomxeT, B STHX JAbIMaXx, 
Uro ye Heqaaekn, 

Buqullb HBIHYE CBOH poAMMBIi 
Yroa gegosckuh, BopKu? 


Vy Trou uepTs HeqaAbHoi, 
Y 3€MAM MHOFOCTpadaAbHOoH, 
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But, we might as well admit it, 
For a hamlet named Borki. 


There it lay, back of the marshes, 
Reached by one small forest track; 

Not a single house left standing, 

Just three chimneys, scorched and black. 


From concealed and open fire-points, 

As all there remember well, 

It was hammered, hammered, hammered; 
There seemed nothing left to shell. 


Every brick was smashed to rubble, 
Every beam to matchwood turned, 
Till Borki was just a name for 
Something flat, and black, and burnt, 


Ringed around by moss and marshes, 
Back of nowhere, far away... 

And to think that in this hamlet 

One was born, and lived, and laboured, 
Who is at the front today. 


Little barefoot shepherd laddie, 

Tell me, where, O where are you, 

That once roamed these mounds and tussocks 
In the misty morning dew? 


Did you fight down in the Caucasus 
Did you fall at Stalingrad, 
Fellow-countryman and comrade, 
True to orders and to duty, 

_ Russian peasant iden lad: 


Or, perhaps, in yonder smoke haze, 
Not so far off now, you see 

All that’s left of what was once your 
Native hamlet of Borki? 


Near the outskirts of the village 
Now so near and yet. so far, . 
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Uro 6praa k Tebe 4gobpa, 
BAWACH TOAOC TBOK B MedaAbHbIM 
VsnpoTaxHpi cTOH: «Ypa-a...» 


Kak B 601 yAayH MaAo 
VM aeaa Hexopouin, 
Bunyosaroro, ObiBaao, 
Tam nonpo6yH nonmn. 


ApTHAAe€pHA TOAKOBO 
Tosoput — ona Mpasa: 

— Bca 6ega, uTo TaHKH CHOBA 
B aec CBepHyAM 10 ApoBa. 


A euje caomHEee CUCTHI, 
Uytb TaHKMCTa MOBCTpeyaa: 
— Ilogapeaa OMATH MexoTa. 
Saaeraa. I[ponaa 3amaa. 


A mexoTa He XBaCTAHBO, 

be3 oTppipa OT 3€MAM 

Awllib MaXHeT pyKOH ACHHBO: 
— Touno. Tayku nogBean. 


Tak uAeT OHO 110 Kpyry, 

VU pyraiwr sce Apyr apyra, 
Aulb B COrAacbe BCe NOApAg 
Aswan 6paHar. 


Bce xopoumme pebata, 

Kak NOCMOTpHIIb— Kpacora. 
VU nuuyTb He BUHOBATHL, 

VU aepesua He B3ATa. 


UV nporupynk m0 60a0Ty, 

Ilo rpanuieikam TOp@sHbIM 
CaguT BHOBb 413 MHHOMETOB — 
UtTo Th XOuUeLIb JeAan C HMM. 


Aapeca pa3Beaaa TOUHO, 
Ulver nmocbiAkw CienuInOH MoUTOH, 
VM aexuib Th, agpecar, 
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On the land where you were nurtured, 
Did you lift your voice up, maybe, 
In a long and sad “Hurra-ah!”? 


When things go awry in action, 
When you think you've lost the game, 
That’s the time when everybody 
Looks for someone else to blame. 


Say the gunners, reasonably, 

“We delivered all the goods. 

It’s the tanks—they turned and left us, 
Went for logs into the woods.” 


But it isn’t all that simple. 

Meet a tankman: he makes out 
That the infantry stayed put and 
Sent the whole Bron up the spout. 


And the infantry dismiss it 
Without even looking round, 
ae with a weary gesture, 

“Yes, the tanks—they let us down.” 
So they chew the whole thing over, 
Each lot swearing at the other; 

But, as with a single voice, 

They all curse the Air Force boys. 


Sull, they’re all grand fellows really, 
As I'm sure you will agree, 

And you cannot really blame them 
If they’ve failed to take Borki. 


Meanwhile, Jerry rakes the marshes 
And the trenches in the peat 

With a battery of mortars, 

And our boys are in a-sweat. 


Yes, he’s found the right addresses, 
And each package he expresses, 
While they just he waiting there, 
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V3npipaad, *KAeuIb 32 KOUKON, 
Ckopo Ab MHHa BAE€MMT B 3a4. 


Ilepemoxmaa mexota 

B noaHbIit CMaK KAAHET OoaoTa, 
He meutaeT 0 ApyromM— 

XoTb Obi CMeEpTb, Ja Ha CyXOM. 


Kro-Hnby ap, euje paccKaxerT, 
Kak aexaAW TaM B TOCKE. 
Tperbu CyTKM KYKHIN KaxkeT 
B *XUMBOTE KHIIKa KHIIKE. 


TlocninaeT Jo*xK AUK peAKuh, 
Kamieab 3A0H Tep3aeT rpy Jb. 
Hu KAOuKa pOsHOM TaseTKH — 
Ko3b10 HOKKy 34BEPHYTb; 


Vi wu comgek, HH MaxOpKH— 
Bce pacKHCAO OT BOJBI. 

— Coraacuch, Bacuank Tepxun, 
XyxKe HeT ye OegnI? 


ToT A@kUT y Kpan AyKH, 
YcMeXHYACH: 

— Her, Apysba, 

Bo cro pa3 6pipaeT xyxe, 
SOTO TOUHO 3Hal0 A. 


— Tage yx xyxe... 

— A He cnopste, 

KTo He xOu¥eT, TOT HE Bepb, 
Al cka3aa 61: Ha KypopTe 
MbI HaxO4MMC& Teriepp. 


MV radguT WYyTHUK BeEAMKHI 

Ha awe co CTOpoHn. 

T'y6ni— To AM OT 4epHHKH, 
O Ab OT XOAOJa 4ePHHEl. 


Tosoput: 
— B cBpoem 6o0aoTe 
Tht HaXOAMUIBCA CeMuac. 
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Stretched out flat among the grasses, 
For a bombshell up the rear. 


And the soaked and sodden soldiers 
Lie and wait and swear blue murder, 
Not at all afraid to die, 

All they want is to be dry. 


Someone else will tell the story, 

How they lay there, as if trapped, 
Three whole days and nights, so hungry 
That their empty bellies flapped. 


Drizzle falling, fast and fine, 
Sounds of coughing all the time, 
And no adie or gazette 

For a hand-rolled cigarette. 


Neither matches nor makhorka: 
Everything is sopping wet. 
“Might as well eae it, Tyorkin, 
This is quite the worst do yet.” 


Lying almost in a puddle, 
e ie turns his head and grins. 
“Call this bad? There’s nothing to it, 


That’s the honest truth, my friends.” 


“Where’s it worse?” 

“Though you don’t have to 

Credit everything I say, 

This, as far as I’m concerned, mates, 
Is a seaside holiday.” 


And our wag regards his comrades 
Sideways, seeming much amused. 
And his lips are blue with cold, or 
Maybe whortleberry juice. 


He continues: “Now, these marshes 
That you’re in, belong to you. 
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Tu B yenH. Bo s3soge. B porte. 
TI HM€CLIb CBA3b HW 4aCTb. 


jae C€TOBaTh HEAOBKO 
IIpu taxon, 4yzax, cyaboe. 
Y Te6a B pyKaX BHHTOBKa, 
{ine rpanatni mpu Tebe. 


Y re6A—B ThIAy Ab, Ha aanre,— 
Cam He 3Haelllb, Kak CHACH,— 
Bpoue6oikn, NynIKH, TaHKH. 

BI, 6paT,— aTO GaTaabon. 
Iloax. Ausu3sua. A xovenib— 
@pont. Poccua! Haxonen, 
Al cxaxy TeO6e Kopoye 
Vi snowatuen: TH — 6o0e1. 


Th B CTpow, poly ycBouTs, 
A 68ITb MOET, TO, Ha3ad 
Tut 651 34€Cb H3BEAaA, BOHH, 
To, 4To Halll H3Be4aA Spar. 


Horu 6 c rops He Hocnan! 
Tae csou, rae abu Kpaa? 

T'ge Tor @pout u rae Poccua? 
. Ilo kaxou py6ex cBoa? 


VM ognaxk dbl HOUbW 1034HO, 
Or AepeBHu B CTOpoHe 
YKpbIBaACA 6 TH B KOAXO3HOH, 
Hanpumep, ceHHOi KomHe... 


Tyt, o3H06 BayBaa B AyIH, 
Aloarov BHIrHyBUIMCh Ayroii, 
CMepTHbiii CBHCT CKaTHACA B yuIM, 
Bawxe, HwxKe,. cylle, rayue— 
Vi pasppr! 

3a HMM Apyroii... 


— Hy, naxpsia. He gacr gocaymiaTp 
Yeaosexa. 
— On Taxoi... 


203 


You’re in line. Part of a unit, 
With communications, too. 


“Everybody might well wonder 

What the hell you’re whining for, 
When you've got a rifle on you, 

And two hatid gretiades, what’s more. 


“What with flanks, and rear, and so forth, 
You’re much stronger than you'd guess: 
Anti-tank guns, tanks, artillery — 

A Battalion, nothing less! 

Regiment. Division. Then the 

Front. All of our Russian land. 

In a word, you are a soldier, 

That’s what you should understand. 


“Now you're in the battle line, chum, 

But a year ago, maybe, 

You'd have surely been through something 
Like what happened once to me. 


“You'd have nearly died of anguish. 
Where are all the lads you knew? 

Where’s the Front? Where are you, Russia? 
How much is there left of you? 


“Late at night, one summer evening 
You’d be hiding, I dare say, 
Somewhere well clear of the village 
In a handy heap of hay....” 


Here a whine, weird and soul-chilling, 
Stabbed the ear-drums like a pain, 
In a long, low arc a-sailing, 
Keener, pa nearer wailing, 
Then a crash — 
And then again.... 


“Ranging in—no doubt about it!” 
“Doesn’t like your voice, that’s plain!” 


204 


V1 3a KaxKAbIM TEM pa3pbIBOM 
Ha NpHMOAKHyBIUUIMX peOAT 
PBaHbi AUCT, KpyKaCb ACHUBO, 
Betxu COnTBIC AeCTAT. 


TaAHeT BCeX, 30Be€T KyJa-TO, 
Yxoau, 6ef4a BOT-BOT... 
Toabxo Tepxuu: 

— Bpocs, peoata, 
Tosopiw — ne nomager. 


Cam cuguT Kak 6yATO B Kpecae, 
Bcex crpaxyeT OT OrHa. 

— Hy, a ecan?.. 

— A yx ecan... 

Tloayum Torga c MeHa. 


Caymaii ayumre. A ceppe3Ho 
Paccyx alo 0 BOHHE. 


BoT AeKHIUb TH B TOM 6ecxo3HOH, 
B nove 6pomenHou KoTHe. 


Hemey rae? Jlo 6anmxKHen xarTu 
TloaBepcrbi— HH AaTb HH B3AT, 
VU puxogat Apa coagata 

B moae CeHa HaBABaTb. 


V3 KONHYIKH BAXKYT CceHo, 
Tou, rae TH HalieA IpHior, 
YMuHaIOT 1104 KOACHO 

VM nowt. VM uto x nowt! 


XAOMIbI, BEPbTE MHE, HE BEpbTE, 
TOAbKO BpaTb He cTaa 6b 4, 

A m010T xygble 4epTH, 

Cam capixaa: «MockBa Moa». 


Tyt coctpoua Tepkun poxy 
TIPMBCTaA, AepKach 3a MeHb, 

V1 3amea BecbMa Noxoxe, 

Kak 6bI HeMeLy MOF 3ameTb. 
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With each violent explosion 

As they lie there, silent all, 

Broken twigs come down and leaves that 
Circle idly as they fall. 


Now the men are getting restless: 
“If we don’t get of it...” 

at stops them: 

“That'll do, lads. 

He won’t score a direct hit.” 


Sitting pretty, he. insures them 

From such shell-bursts as may come. 
“But supposing?....” 

“Well, supposing... 

I'll pay up your premium. 


“Now, about this war, there’s something 
Serious I’ve got to say. 


“There you are, out in the meadow, 
Hiding in a heap of hay. 


“It’s a half verst to the nearest 
Cottage, you. can’t nip away, 

Though you hear two German soldiers 
Coming up to bind some hay. 


“Now they’re binding from the hay-pile 
Where you're lying motionless. 

As they work, the two are singing 
Something — well, you'll never guess! 


“Call me liar if you want to, 

But I wouldn’t shoot a line. 

With my own two ears I heard those 
Devils singing ‘Moscow Mine’!” 


Tyorkin grimaced, put his hand down 
On a tree-stump, rose. gave out 

‘With a line or two of music, 

Singing just like any Kraut. 
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{lo Toro TAHYA OH KpHBO, 

VU cmorTpea pu 3TOM OH 

Tak 4BaHAMBO, TaK TOCKAHBO, 
Tak 4y4HO,— NeweHKH BOH! 


— Bor u cmex Te6e. OguaKko 
Ycabixad Obi TH Torda 

OTy mecHi0,— TH 6 3anmaaKaa 
Or megaan wu CTBIAa. 


Vi cmeelibca Th Cerogua, 
Iloromy urTo, 3Hai, 6oen: 
OTOH necHu Npomaoroguert 
Hprnye Hemel, He HeBeL. 


— He neser-ro— 9To Bepxo, 
STO ACHO, 4aC He TOT... 

— A depesHw-to, IIPHMepHo, 
Bot 6epem—ne oraaer. 


VY c Tockxow 6ecKoueuHoii, 
ro, 6sirb MoxeT, rog 6eper, 
KTO-TO Tak 4uCTOCepAeuHO, 
Tay60ko, Kak MeX Ky3He4HBII, 
Bape B3AOXHYA: 

— Oro, cHtHoK! 


Tloqusuaca Tepkun B3foxy, 
Ilocmotpea,— ny, Hy! — cKa3aa,— 
U taxon pe6saunit xoxor 

Bcex onstb B paboty Basa. 


— Ax Tt, Tepkxun. Hy u maaniii. 
VW 8B Koro TBI ygaaca, 

TOAbKO MaTb, HaBepHO, 3HaAa... 
— A oT TeTKH poguaca. 


— Tepkuu—Terkuu, €AKn-maaku, 
Crib ele Ha3A0 Bpary. 


— He mory. Taaanta xaaxo. 
Zjo Gom6exxku Gepery. 


ae 
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And he dragged it out so direly, 
With such sentiment, such side, 
And so weirdly, that his comrades 
Laughed until they nearly cried. 


“Think that’s funny? Let me tell you, 
If you’d heard that song the same 

As I heard it in the meadow, __. 
You'd have wept for grief and shame. 


“Yes, today it seems amusing, 

And this is the reason, mate: 

| ee song last summer; 
ow, for him, it’s out of date!” 


“Yes, he’s changed his tune already, 
Not the time for it, that’s flat....” 
“But the village that we're after, 
He’s sure hanging on to that!” 


Then, as if he had been saving 

Up his sorrows for a year, 

Suddenly one of the fellows, 
Wheezing like a smithy bellows, 
Biastted a heartfelt sigh: “Oh dear!” 


Tyorkin stared at him, quite startled. 
“ere, come off it, you!” said he. 
And a peal of boyish laughter 

Once more shook the company. 


“Tyorkin, Tyorkin, you're a right one. 
Where on earth d’you get it from? 

No one but your Ma could tell-us—” 
“It’s my Aunt as bore me, chum.” 


“Auntie’s Tyorkin! What a talker! 
Give us more dirt on the Hun.” 


“Can't. I’ve got to save my talent 
Till the Jerry bombers come. 
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Tloayaaii Torga Ha BEIGop, 
Uro uMew po 3aiac. 


— Ki aa To tebe cnacn6o. 
— Ha 3goposse. B goOpnit aac. 


3aKkAIOUHTh TeENepb HEAb3A AH, 
Uro, Moa, rope He 6e,a, 

Uro pe6sta BcTaan, B3AAM 
Alepesymixy 6e3 Tpyaa? 


Uro c ygayeH NOCTOAHHOK 
TepkvH MOAB COBEpuIHA: 
PyccKoH AOKKOH AepeBAHHOK 
Bocemb @puueB yaouna! 


Hert, TOBapHuy, CKaxKeM IIpAMO: 
bBsIA OH AOAOT AO TOCKH, 
Aetunit 60% 3a STOT CaM 
Haceaeuunilt WyHkKT bopxu. 


Muoro AHEM MpOurAO CypOBEIX, 
Toppkux, CnvCaHHBIX B pacxo4. 


— Ho no3Boabte,—ckaxkyT CHOBa,— 
Tak 0 4eM TYT pe4ub HZeT: 


Peab Hazet 0 TOM 6o0aoTe, 

T'ae BowHa CTeAHAa YTD, 

Tae Boga OntAa nexoTe 

IIo KoaeHo, rpsi3b— 10 rpyAb; 


Tae B TpacHHe, B pxkaBoH Kale, 
be30TBeTHO—B C4eT, He B C¥eT— 
IAW, HOASAH, A@KAAK HalH 
AfHeM HW HOYbW HalIpone}r; 


Tye m04japKoM 43 NOAapKos, 
Kak TpyAbl HH BEAMKH, 

He Pocros uM 6b1A, He XapbkKos, 
Haceaenunii nyHKT bopkKu. 


UB rayun, B 6ow SHe3BecTHOM, 
B cocuske, B KyCTax CBIpbIx 


SS eee 
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You can have the first refusals 
On what I've got left to spare.” 


“Well, for that much, thank you, comrade.” 
“Pleasure! Any time you care!” 


Can we now say in conclusion 

That the siege came off all right? 

That they charged and took the hamlet, 
Jerry showing little fight? 


That, unbeatable as always, 
Ei ina mighty feat, 

ith a Russian wooden soup-spoon 
Knocked eight Jerries off their feet? 


No, we'll tell you frankly, comrade — 
One long drawn-out agony 

Was the battle fought that summer 
For the hamlet of Borki. 


Many days of desperate struggle 
Written off as spent in vain.... 


“Now just what’s all this in aid of?” 
Comes the objection once again. 


It’s about those swamps and marshes 
Where the tide of war had spread; 
Where men fought knee-deep in water, 
And breast-high in oozing mud. 


Where through mud as thick as porridge 
li they fought their way, 
Walking, crawling, taking cover, 
Without respite, night and day. 


Where the prize for all their labours, 
Truly great though they might be, 
Wasn’t proud Rostov or Kharkov, 
But the hamlet of Borki. 


In the battle of the pinewoods 
Where the scrub lay wet beneath, 


ee 
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CmepTbio mpaBeJHOW U yecTHOH 
Tlaaw MHOrHe 43 HHX. 


Ilyctb Tot 60% He yNOMAHYT 

B cnucke CAaBbI 30A0TOH, 

jeu) mpudeT —euje MOBCTaHyT 
Away B NaMATH KUBO. 


Vi 8B oaHoii GeccMepTHOH KHHTe 
byayT Bce HaBekK paBHBI— 

Kro 3a ropod Maa BeEAMKHH, 
Uro oguH y BCe CTpaHbl; 


Kro 3a ropayl0 TBEpABIHD, 
Uto y Boarn y _pekn, 

Kro 3a TOT, 3a0bITBIH HBIHE, 
Haceaewupiit nyHKT bopku. 


VU Poccus —MaTb poAHan — 
TlowecTb BceM OTAaCT CMOAHA. 
Boi “HOH, nopa unas, 
}Ku3Hb OAHAa MW CMEPTb OAHa. 


ee eee 
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Many of them died a noble 
And an honourable death. 


Se they may not grace the golden 
List of fame for all to see, 

Those who fell shall rise up one day 
In the living memory. 


And in one immortal volume 
They stand equal for all time: 
Those who died for a great city 
Of unique, illustrious name; 


Those who fell for that proud fortress 
By the Volga flowing free; 

And the heroes of that long- 
Forgotten hamlet of Borki. 


Russia shall pay homage to them, 
Each and every mother’s son. 

Times and battlegrounds may differ, 
Life is one and death is one. 
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O AIOBBH 


Bcex, Koro B3AAa BOA, 

Kak jzoro coAgata 

IIpopoauaa xoTb Of”Ha 
€HUJHHa KOTZa-TO... 


He nmogapox, Tax 6eabe 
Co6paaa, OnITb Moxer, 
VU suro gzoapme 6e3 Hee, 
To ona 4opoxe. 


VU aopome sror yac, 
Tlamatupii, oco6niit, 

B3sraag MOCAeAHHH STUX 1raa3, 
Uro sa6yap nonpobyit. 


O6oHaucb B nyTH 6oabmoM, 
Taynon CaaBpl pagan, 

Bes a1wo6Bu, 4TO BHACA B HEM 
B TOM MpoujaAbHOM B3rAsZe. 


> 


OH y Kak oro M3 Hac 
Campi COKpOBeHHEIA 


ON LOVE 


Of all those that war has taken 
Far from home, there’s no man 
Who has not been waved farewell 
By at least one woman.... 


Linen’s all that she may give him 
As he stops to kiss her, 

But, as time goes passing by, 

He begins to miss her. 


And he can’t forget the look 

In her fond eyes, ever, 

During those last precious moments 
That they were together. 


Never mind the quest for glory; 
Nothing’s worth the starting 
Without all the love that shone there 
At the hour of parting. 


For each one of us, that look 
Is imperishable; 
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VM 6ecuyeuuniit Ham 3armac, 
HenpukocHoBeHHbiit. 


Ox IIpO BCAKHH 4ac, Apy3ba, 
BepexHO XpaHHTCA. 

Vc Topapuujem HeAb3A 
STuM MOACAMTHCA, 
Iloromy — 0H MOH, OH BeECb— 
Moi, cBATOH MW CKPOMHBIi, 

Y te6a OH TOME ECT, 

Ts nOayMai, BCIOMHM. 


Bcex, KOTO B3AAa BOKHA, 

Kaw goro coagatTa 

Ilpopoguaa xOTb O”Ha 
€HUJMHa KOrsa-To... 


M npuxogutcs cKas3atTb, 
UrTo w3 Bcex Tex 2KCHUJHH, 
Kak Bcerda, pOAHYIO MaTb 
BcnOMHHaWT MeHbILIEe. 


VM He MpHHATO pogsHon 
CeTopaTb HallpacHo,— 

B cpok uHOH, B AlOOBH HHOH 
Matpb caMa 6bIAa 2*KeHOL 

C Tem Ke l1paBOM BAaCTHBIM. 


Ala, Apy3ba, Al060Bb *KeHBI,— 
Kro He 3HaA— l1poBepbTe,— 
Ha Boline CHABHEH BOHHBI 
VU, 6niTh MoxeT, CMepTH. 


Thi eH TOABKO HE Tlepe4s, 
Tou aw6Bu, 4TO BUpaBe 
O6o04puTb, Tpegoctepeun, 
Ocy4uTb, IIpOcAaBHTD. 


BHOBb JOCTaHb AMCTOK MIMCbMa, 
Ilepeuru cnayaaa, 

Ilycrb B 3EMAAHKE MOAYTEMa, 
Hy-ka, rage ona Cama 

To mHCbMO mMCcaAa? 
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It’s our last reserve of hope, 
Safe, inviolable. 


We might need it some dark day, 
So we guard it, jealous. 

It’s not something to be shared 
With the other fellows. 

Sacred, modest, it’s all mine, 

Not meant for another. 

And it’s just the same for you, 

' Please remember, brother. 


Of all those that war has taken 
Far from home, there’s no man 
Who has not been waved farewell 
By at least one woman.... 


And of those devoted women 
It must be admitted 

That the mother is the one 
Least of all regretted. 


Still, she doesn’t sit complaining 
Sadly of her luckless life. 

She’s had love, she’s had her hour, 
She herself has been a wife, 
Wielding wifely power. 


And a wife’s devoted love, 

As was known aforetime, 
Stronger is than war, than even 
Death itself in wartime. 


Only you must not deny 
Woman’s love, that rightly 
Can console, advise. assist 


Judge you far from lightly. 


Take it out and read it through, 
That much cherished letter 
Though the dug-out light is low. 
When she sat and wrote to you, 
Were things any better? 
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IIpu KakoM Ha 9TOT pa3 
IIpumocrHaach cBeter 
To aw Caaau B STOT 4aC, 
To Ab MewIaan geTH, 

To ab 60aeaa roaoBa 
Tako, He BII€pBHIe, 
Orroro, 6pat, 4ro Aposa 
He ropar cxrppre?.. 


Bnpsxkena B TOT B03 O4Ha, 
Paspe He ycraHeT? 

fla 3a4em Te6e xeHa 
JKaAOBaTBCA CraHer? 


7Kenbi AyMaior, awb6a, 

UTo HHOe CAOBO 

Bce x cxopeit Haliget Te6a 
Ha Bowne xKHBOrO. 


Hye eH BCe AO6psI, 
bBe33aBeTHul BAOCTaAb, 
Zlaxke Te, 4To Ao NOpH 
bsiav BeAbMbI IEpOCTO. 


Cmex — He cMex, CAYaGaAO0Ch MHEe 
C 2eHamu BCTpeyarTbcs, 

Or KoTopnix Ha BOiiHE 

TOAbKO H CHacaTBCa. 


YeM TOMHTBCA ACHb 3a AHEM 
C Tro *K€HOIO-K POWMKOH, 
Ayume NoasaTb 10a orem 
Yan nog 6bom6exxon. 


Fe NATb MWpowaa atTaK, 
aTb WECTy1O B CYTKH... 
Bnpouem, STO TOABKO Tak, 
TOAbKO pagu WyTKH. 


Het, apy3ba, a1io60Bb 2xeHEI,— 
CoTHw pa3 mponepsre,— 

Ha Bolive CHABHEM BOLHEI 

V1, 6nITb Moxer, CMepTH. 
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When she snatched a moment, did she 
Have good dgpting by her? 

Were the children fast asleep, 

Or did they annoy her? 

Or—not for the first time either — 
Was her poor head aching, 

All because the logs were damp 

And the fire was smoking?... 


Harnessed to the daily grind, 
Lonely, tired, but coping, 
She'll put up with it, she won’t 
Worry you by moping. 


Wives know better and they think, 
Confident and loving, 

That a cheerful word will keep 
You among the living. 


Yes, in wartime wives are good, 
Generous entirely, 

Even those who may have been 
Hags, to put it squarely. 


Seriously, ’'ve met wives on 
More than one occasion, 
From the likes of whom a war 
Was the sole salvation. 


Facing them from day to day 
Took ten times the courage 
Needed for a bomber rai 

Or a heavy barrage. 


Better sit through five attacks, 
Then wait for another-.... 

No, don’t take me seriously, 
I’m just joking, brother. 


For a wife’s devoted love, 

As was known aforetime, 
Stronger is than war, than even 
Death itself in wartime. 
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VW oauo cka3aTb O Her 

Bsr 6 Moran BHayane: 

UtTo Kopoye, uTo AAMHHeH — 
Ta ato6osBb, BOHHa An? 


Ho, 6ecrpenerHo B Anto 
Tas ga BCAKOM mpaBie, 
Al 3aMOABHA On CAOBIIO 
3a awbosp, TpescraBeTe. 


Kak BoliHa Ha 2%KH3Hb HM IAA, 
CKOAbKO HH Maxaaa, 

Ho aw6osp nepexnaa 

Cpoxk ee HeMaablii. 


UH negapom xety, apyr, 
ITucbMeyja 4opoxe, 

Yo u3 Tex 4aAeKHx pyk, 
Ajoporux ycraanix pyk 

B TpemjHHkax m0 Koxe. 


V1 He 3pa B3bIBalo 4 

K »*eHaM HacTOsADyHM: 

' — Mens, MHABIE Apy3ba, 
Bul numute yauye. 


He aenutecs kK MIMCbMeLly 
IIpunucath, 4To Hago 
Tenepaay au, bonny, 
Dro — kak Harpada. 


Hert, Topapuy, He 3a6yap 
Ha Boline »KecTOoKOH: 
Y BOHHEI KOpOTKHH IIyTb, 
Y aw6eu — Aanexnit. 


V1 ee 60AbmIOMy AHO 
Cpoxu 643K HBIHE. 


A kK 4eMy A pedb KAOHIO? 
Bot k 4emy, pogupie. 
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And there is one point on which 
No one needs assuring: 

War, or love that woman feels — 
Which is more enduring? 


Looking truth straight in the eye 
And without demurring, 

It’s for woman’s love, my friends, 
That I'd put a word in. 


And, whatever war may do, 
Love has proved the stronger. 
War may come and war may go, 
Love has lasted longer. 


That’s the reason why, my friend, 
Nothing can be dearer, 

Than the hurried letter, penned 

By that well-known, roug -skinned hand, 
Frail, work-worn, and weary. 


If the rigours of this war 
You would care to soften, 

I appeal to you: “Dear wives, 
Try to write more often. 


“General or private— he 

Needs all your affection. 

Add those few fond words—to him 
It’s a decoration.” 


So, my friend, please don’t forget: 
War may seem the stronger; 

But for war the road is short, 
While for love it’s longer. 


Yes, true love shall win the day, 
And the day draws nearer. 


What might this be leading up to? 
Let me make it clearer. 
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Bcex, Koro B3xAa BOitHa, 

Ka goro coagata 

IIpopoguaa xorb ofHa 
€HINHHAa KOLJa-TO... 


Ho XoOTA WW *KaaKo MuHe, 
CaM MOMO4b HE B cuae, 
ro ocraaca B cropoue 
Tepkuy Moi Bacnanii. 


He cayawaocs HuKOrO 
IIposoguts B 4opory. 


Tloaro6urte spi ero, 
Aesymxn, eii-6ory! 


Aio6aT AeTaHKOB y Hac, 
KOHHMKH B T04eTEe. 


O6partutecs, IIpOCcHM Bac, 
K MatyuiKe-nexore! 


Ilycrb TOT KOHHMK Ha KOHe, 
AeTuHk B CamMoaete, 

YU, ognako, Ha Boiine 
Ilepsurit pxAA— nexorte. 


Ilycrb TawKuct Kpacus coboii 
Vf ropsu B pa6ore, 

A Befenlb Mamnny B 601i — 
Tokaonncs mexore. 


Ilycts @opcucr apTHAAepHcT 
B 6o0eB0m pacuete, 
Orcrpeasaca—ne rOpAuch, 
Alena cyTb—B nexote, 


O6oiiqute Bcex nogpsg, 
Ayumre He Haiigere: 
O6patutTe HexHBEI B3rAAd, 
AleBymikH, K mexoTe. 
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Of all those that war has taken 
Far from home, there’s no man 
Who has not been waved farewell 
By at least one woman. 


But, although I’m sorry for him, 
I can’t help it, really, 

If he’s somehow been left out, 
Has my own Vassili. 


No one came to see him off 
At the hour of leaving. 


Girls, let Tyorkin have your love, 
All that you can give him! 


You all love our gallant fliers 
And our cavalry, 


Please, dear girls, give more attention 
To the infantry. 


Horsemen spur their noble chargers, 
Pilots ride the sky, 

But the foremost in the fighting 
Are the infantry. © 


Tank crews, though you may be handsome, 
Fearless in the fray, 

As you pass them, take your hat off 

To the infantry. 


Though the gunner is a credit 
To the artillery, 
He still owes Re final outcome 
To the infantry. 


Weigh them up in turn, dear maidens, 
Better there can’t be: 

Spare a glance of warm affection 

For the infantry. 


ae 


Tloaw6ute moaogua, 
Cepaue oJapute, 
Zjo no6equoro Konya 
Bepxo noaw6ute! 


-_-_-ee_eo OO eee 
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Let your heart’s devoted love 
Ever shine before him; 

And, until your dying day, 
Cherish and adore him! 
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OTABIX TEPKHHA 


Ha pottne—s NyTH, B TemMAyuKe, 
B recnote aw6on u36ymKu, 

B OanHgaxe uAb NorpebyurKe,— 
Tam, rae cayyaii npuBegetT.— 


Ayute HeT, kak 6e3 xaonorT, 
_ bes nepuunr, 6e3 NOAyYWKH, 
IIpumoctacn Koit-KaK Apyr K Apyxke, 
OTgoxuyTb... Munyt mectscor. 


Ajaxe 6oanuie 6 He Memaao, 
Ho coagaty Ha BoitHe 
OK TaKOH JAA CHa, Nomaayii, 
OKHO BHACTb AMLIB BO CHE. 


MI mpegcrasp, uo Bapyr, NOKHHYB 
B nexult yac Mepequuit Kpaii, 

Ts C NONYTHOW MalIMHOH 
Tlonagaeup TIpAMO B pail. 


MBI 34€cCb BOBCe He 2%KeAaeM 
Illyrkoi rot 6aecuyTs cnpocra, 


TYORKIN HAS A REST 


In the rolling railway wagon, 
In the crowded wayside shack, 
In the dug-out, in the cellar, 
Anywhere you have the luck, 


Nothing’s better, without fuss and 
Without feather mattress deep, 
Than to huddle close together 
For six hundred minutes’ sleep. 


Even longer wouldn’t harm you, 
But ten hours, as it would seem, 
For the man on active service 
Is no more than just a dream. 


But suppose they send you packing 
From the Front, to your surprise, 
And you hitch a passing lorry, 
And you land in paradise? 


No, we don’t intend to bore you 
With the joke, well-known in war, 
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UTo, MOA, pal c mepeajHHM KpaeM 
DTO—cMeKHBIe MECTA. 


Pali no mpapaze. -Jom. KppreyKo. 
Beouk— Horn oOmetaii. 
-la\bile — ropHHua H Me4Ka. 
Bce, uro nago. Uem He pai? 


Bort 4 B KHHI€ TH OTMe4eH, 
Pa3jeBalica, TIpOXxOAH. 

HM maAeabMH y Temaow new 
Ha cpo6oge nospegn. 


OcMOTPHCb BOKPyT JeTa\bHO, 
Bot 8 pay TBO KpOBaTB. 

Hi yarn, aro sTo—cnaabna, 
To ecTb MecTo— cneljHaABHO 
Aaa Toro, aro6 TOABKO cnaTb. 


Carb, COAgaaT, BeCb CpOK He€JeCABHHH, 
CaMoawynHo, 6e3pa3.4eAbHO 

-3aHHMaTb KPOBaTb CBON, 
CraTb B CYXOM TeIL\e MOCTeEABHOM, 
CnaTb B OJHOM beAbe HaTeEABHOM, 
Kak NOAOKeHO B pan. 


Hf mo crporomy mpwKasy, 

Korb Tebe 3,4€Ccb dure TIPHINAOCE, 
Th, NOMHMO CHa, 0683aH 

Unuy 8 aeHb yeTHpe pasa 
TIpHuumatp. Ho Kak?— Bonpoc. 


Bcex NpHBnruek Tepemena 
Tlonayavy TaKeva. 

Ectb B pal HEAB3A C KOAeHA, 
MOXKHO TOABEO CO CTOAa. 


Hf HHKTO B pa} HE MOKeT 
Beratbh K KyXH€ C KOT€AKOM, 
VM HeAb3A CHJETS B OAEKE 
H xopeaxuTb xX\e6 WITHIKOM. 
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That when you're up in the front line, 
Paradise is just next door. | 


Truly paradise. A building. 

Porch with birch-broom— wipe your feet. 
Common room. Stove burning brightly. 
Paradise! What more d’you need! 


Get your name down in the guest-book. 
Hang your things up. This way, please. 
Walk up to the cheerful stove and 
Warm your shoulders at your ease. 


Tour the place with due attention. 
Note your bed — it’s in that row. 
This part of the accommodation 

Is for one sole occupation, 

Namely, sleep, we'd have you know. 


Soldier, sleep through all your seven 
Free and independent days. 

Go to bed and close your eyes, 
Sleep, enjoy the sheets and pillow, 
Sleep, clad in your underlinen, 

As ordained in paradise. 


Under strictest regulations 
Operative as from now, 

You are under obligation 

To partake of Army rations 
Four times every day. But how? 


Any sudden change of habit 
Takes a fellow by surprise. 

You must eat from off a table — 
Laps are banned in paradise. 


No, you can’t rush to the cookhouse, 
Out to grab what you can get; 

Or, in coat and hat, sit slicing 
Bread-crusts with your bayonet. 
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VW Takaa ycraHosKa 
Crporo-Hactporo AaHa, 
Uro y Hor TBOMX BHHTOBKa 
HaxoguTsca He AOAKHA. - 


VU 8 yuwjep6 cpoet npuBeriKke 
Ti He MOKeIb 34 CTOAOM 
YTepeTbca pyKkaBHyKoH 

Yau —Tak BOT— pyKaBoM. 


YU Koraa NOKOHYHMIUb C MHeH, 
He 3a6yab ese, coagar, 

Uro B paw 3a roaenuuye 
AOwkky IIpATaTb HE BeAAT. 


Bce Takne oropopKu 

Paso6paB, NOHAB NyTem, 

IIpuuaa B cuet Bacuanit TepKun 
VM peuma: 

— He nponagem. 


Bot o6e4 npontea un yxHH. 

— Kak BaM HpaBHTca y Hac? 
— Husero. Hemuoxko 6 xyxe, 
To u Opto 6 B cambIii pa3... 


Ilokypua, B340xHyA H Ha 60K. 
Kak-To CTpaHHO roaose. 
Iipoctsina — nyckaii ogna 61, 
Hert, Tak Ha, MOA, Cpa3y ape. 


Unucrotra— o3H06 no Koxe, 
VsHeaAoBKo, 4TO 34OpoR, 
A AO KpaliHocTu Mloxoxe, 
byAro B rocnutTaae BHOBb. 


bepexer maeyo B KpoBatu, 
Toaosoi He MoBepuHer. 

Bor u AeByuika B xaaaTe 
Copepuiaet cao 06x04. 


Ajpoe cnpasa, Tpoe caesa 
K Heli pasBeguyHKoB ToTuac. 


SSS 
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There’s another regulation 

That you'd better not ignore: 
Don’t, repeat, don’t park your rifle 
Down beside you on the floor. 


And, in contrast to the custom 
You’ve observed more than enough, 
Be it known that you must never 
Wipe your lips clean with your cuff. 


And, when you have finished eating, 
Note that here in paradise, 

You don’t stuff your eating irons 
Down your boot-top, Army-wise. 


Going over these provisos 

And the various reasons why, 

Vasya Tyorkin weighed them up and 
Then decided: 

“We'll get by.” 


Dinner’s over, then comes supper. 
“Well, chum, what d’you make of it?” 
“Oh, not bad. It’s all right, really. 
Known much worse, I must admit.” 


So he lights up, sighs, rolls over; 
Something strange under his head. 
Why, must be a sheet, or something — 
No, there’s two sheets on this bed! 


They're so clean, you get the shivers. 
Funny — you're. as right as rain, 

Yet for al the world you might be 
Back in hospital again. 


And he doesn’t move his shoulder, 
And he doesn’t turn his head. 
Now the girl in white is coming, 
Glancing briefly at each bed. 


And the advance patrol gets moving — 
Two men here and three men there. 
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A 0Ha, KaK KOpOAeBa: 
Moa, O4Ha, a CKOABKO Bac. 


TepkuH CMOTPHT CKBO3b peCHHUBI: 
O Kako TaM peyb Kpace. 
Xopoula, Kak rOBOpHTca, 
B npuH@poxTosok moaoce. 


Xopoma, Np CMyTHOM CBeTe, 
Zjopora, Kak HET Apyron, 

M Bugatb, pebata 9TH 
OTgoxHyAu AeHb, Apyroi... 


Con-3a6BeHbe Ha Mopore, 
POBHO, CAaAKO AbIMIHT rpy Jb. 
Ax, KaK XOAOJZHO B mopore 
Y o6be3ga rge-Hubyap! 


Kak MpoxBaTbIBaeT BeTep, 
Kak AyHa TemAom 6beaHa 

Ax, KaK TpyAHO BCe Ha cBeTe: 
Cayx6a, 2H3Hb, 31Ma, BOHHA. 


Kak TocKyeT 0 mocTeau 

Ha BoitHe COAgaT 2xKnBOI! 

Oro *® He CIMMTCA B CaMOM AeAe? 
He ykpbITbCA Ab C TOAOBOH? 


Iloagaca w yac npoxogut, 

C 60ky Ha 60k, HaB3HH4Ub, HHI. 
XoTb y6elica— He BEIXOJHT. 
Bce xpanat, a Tb Ka3HHCb. 


To AM *Kapko, To Au 306K0, 

He nmouaATh, a CHa BCe HET. 

— Aja Hagenb THI, Mapens, malky — 
Bapyr 4awT emy coset. 


Pa3bACHANT: 

— Toi He nepssii, 

He sropoi crpagaemb TyT. 
Tlonauaay Hamm HepBBI 
Cnats 6e3 manku He 4aloT. 
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“Boys, you’ve got poor me outnumbered,” 
Says she with a regal air. 


Tyorkin opens half an eye and 
Looks. Does she deserve the fuss? 
As the Army would express it: 

For the front-line zone— she'll pass. 


Lovely in the room’s dim lighting, 
Not one rival here has she, 

And it’s plain those lads have all been 
Resting for two days or three. 


On the threshold of oblivion, 
With your breathing quiet and calm, 
Think: out there upon the highroad 
You could hardly call it warm 


There, the wind can cut right through you, 
And the moon gives little heat. 

Army service, winter, warfare — 

Life is anything but sweet. 


How in time of war the soldier 

Hankers for a nice warm bed! 

What’s the matter? Can’t you sleep, then? 
Why not cover up you head? 


Half an hour gone, then another... 
Toss, turn, lie supine, then prone, 
Doesn’t help at all. It’s hopeless. 
Others snore, you lie and moan. 


Now you sweat and now you shiver, 
Still no sleep. What’s wrong with you? 
“Here, son, why not put your hat on?” 
Says a voice out of the blue, 


And explains: 

“You're not the first one 

Or the last to go through that. 

Nerves, that’s what it is— won't let you 
Go to sleep without your hat.” 


ao? 


Vi eqpa Hagen poaumplit 
ToaosHok y6op coagar, 
boesou, nponaxumi AbiMom 
VMs 3emaenH, Kak TOBOpAT,— 


Tot, o6HomeHHEI Ha CAaBy 
Ilog 4o*waem u 0g orHem, 
UtTo emje KOAIUKOH pkaBonu 
Kak-To npopBaH O6bIA Ha HEM; 


Tot, B KOTOPOM KH3Hb Bs 
He cuumas,—Tak xopom! — 

M xorga Ko CHY OTXOJMIUB, 

WY xorga na CMEpTb HJeuIb,— 


Buaut: HeT, He 3p MOCAyMIaA 
Tex, 4TO 3HaAH, B 4eM Ppe3ouH: 
Kak-TO Bapyr corpeancb yum, 
Kak-To craAo Marge, rayiie— 
MI Bcero cBepHyAo B COH. 


Mf mpocuyacs on 40 cpoxa 

C 4yBCTBOM peAKOCTHBIM — TOUb-B-TOUb 
CaoBHO rge-Hubyzb AaveKo 

Tlo6srpaa 3a sTy HOU; 


CaoBHOo BBIKyIaACa Tge-To, 
Tae — xoTb BHOBb Ty4a BepHHch— 
He 3uma 651Aa, a aeTo, 

He Bona, a IIpOCTO 2KH3Hb. 


Mc ono Horoii o6yToi, 
lanky cHatTb 3a61B cBow, 
Ha ucxoge MepBsix cyToK 
Ou 3aayMaaca B paw. 


Xopouim xapyn 4H xata, 
OcyAaTb He CTaHeM 3pa, 
Toabko, 3HaeTe, BOMHa-TO 
He saxonyena, Apy3pa. 


Ilocyaute camu, 6paTuEI, 
Kro 6 4yqHeii Upwaymar mor: 


Zao 


So he takes his battle headgear 
And he pulls it on straightway — 
Fragrant with the mingled smell of 
Smoke and earth, as soldiers say; 


Frayed in honourable service 

In the rain and under fire, 
Torn and nicked in many places 
By the enemy’s barbed wire; 


Hat you’ve almost spent your life in, 
Hat you’ve worn both night and day, 
Whether dozing off to sleep or 
Sallying forth into the fray. 


And in time Vassili knows he 
Did right well to take the tip. 
Soon his ears are warm and cosy, 
Soon he’s feeling really dozy, 
Soon he’s drifting off to sleep. 


And he wakes before Reveille 
With a feeling wondrous rare, 
As if he was just returning 
From a happy land somewhere; 


As if he’d been swimming somewhere 
Far away from worldly strife; 

No taba winter there, but summer; 
No grim war, but simply — life. 


One boot off and one boot on, and 
Hat still down across his eyes, 
Tyorkin suddenly turned thoughtful 
In this earthly paradise. 


Nice to have good grub and shelter, 
And there’s no real cause to fret; 
But, of course, you must remember 
That the war’s not over yet. 


When you think about it, brothers, 
Why, it’s almost past belief: 


ee eeeSSSSFSFSSSSSSSsFeseseF 
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Pa3qeBaTbcA, pa3syBaTbca 
Ha Tako KOpOTKHH CpoK. 


Ty? o6BbIkHelIb— Cpa3y KpBIlUKa, 
UyTb NOKHHELWb STOT palit. 
Ayume ckaKeM: Tepe AbKa. 
boapure BpeMA He Tepan. 


SakycwaA, coOpaaca, BBIMNeA, 
Zleao 681A0 Ha Ma3H. 
Tpy30puk HAeT,— 3acabiaa, 
Toaocyer: 

— Tlogspes3u. 


Vi, vernipe nyaa rpy3y 
Ao6aBnaaa nO nyTH, 

Yepes 6opr BBaAHACH B Ky30B, 
Ilocryyaa: qapat, KpyTu. 


Exaa— 6AvW3KO AM, AaAeKO— 
Komy ago, BhIMepsit. 

TOAbKO, pal, Mpomjaii 40 cpoKa, 
VY onsTb—nepegunit Kpaii. 


CockoanHa y MoBopota,— 

Taaab—n Joma, y orn, 

— Hy, pacckasnisaiite, aro Tyt; 
K TYT, XAONUbI, 6€3 MeHA? 


— Cam paccxaspipait. Komy 2xe 
Heoxota 3HaTb TOTYAC, 
Kak TaM, 4TO B palo y Bac... 


— Xopomo. Hemyoxko 6 xyxKe, 
Bepuo, 651A0 6 B cambiiit pa3... 


Xopomo nocnaa, 6oraro, 
OcyxqaTb He CTaHeM 3pa. 
TOAbKO, 3HaeTe, BOMHa-TO 
He 3aKkonyeHa, Apy3ba. 


Kak govgem Ao Tou rpaHuypl 
Ilo Bapmrasckomy mocce, 
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Hang your coat up, take your boots off, 
For a spell of time so brief. 


ee get used to it and then you're 
one for when it’s time to quit! 
Better call it just a breather— 
There’s no other word for it. 


Snatch a hasty bite of something, 
Get your gear on. Go outside. 
That was great. 

A lorry coming.... 
Stop it. “Hey, give us a ride!” 


Add a hundred pounds and forty 
To the Army lorry’s freight; 
Scramble up the side md over, 
Bang the roof. “Get going, mate!” 


Is it very far to travel? 

Check the distance, if you want. 
Farewell, heaven, for the meantime, 
Here we are again—the Front. 


jump down quickly at a turning. 

ee, a campfire. Now you're home. 
“Well, what’s it béen like without me? 
Did you manage on your own?” 


“Never mind. How’s paradise, chum? 
You could teil us quite a bit. 
How did you get on with it?” 


“Oh, not bad. It’s all right, really. 
Known much worse, I must admit.” 


Yes, he slept and slept in comfort — 
And he had no cause to fret. 

But, of course, we must. remember 
That the war’s not over yet. 


When we’ve made it to the border 
On the Warsaw motorway, 
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Bor torga, Kak TOBOpHTcA, 
Orgoxuem. Hi To ue sce. 


A 10Ka—B NyTH, B Tenayuike, 
B Tecuote aw6oii nu36ylIKH, 

B 6anHgaxKe UAb norpe6yiike, 
T'je Ham cayyait IIpHBesetT,— 


Aye HeT, Kak 6e3 xaonor, 

bes nepuuni, 6e3 NOAYIKH, 
IIpumoctacb nAoTHeH APyl K Apyxke, 
OTgoxuyTb. 

A TaM— Biepeg. 
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That’s the time for us to rest, friends, 
And not all of us, I'd say. 


Meanwhile, in the rolling wagon, 
In the crowded wayside ‘shack, 
In the dug-out, in the cellar, 
Anywhere you have the luck— 


Nothing’s better, with no fuss and 
With no downy feather bed, 
Than to huddie close together, 
Rest — 

And then push on ahead. 
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B HACTYIMNAEHHH 


CTOAbKO KHAN B O60poHe, 
Uro ye c nepegosou 
Camu uM, 651BaA0, KOHH, 
Kak B ceae, Ha BOgonO;. 


V1 wa Bech ToT aec o6KuHTHI, 
VM sua Becp nepeqAHHu Kpali 

Y 3€MAAHOK AOMOBHTHE 
Pa3sqapaaca necui aait. 


VM npwxusuiniica na AuBo, 
Tlerymoxk— 6n1aa nopa— 
Ilo yrpam 6yqua Komausa, 
Kak xO03aMHa ABOpa. 


Mi Bo caaBy 34MHUX 6yfzeH 
B 6ane—napy He xareH — 
Cekavcb BEHHKaMH AIOJH 
Basku co6cTrBeHHod cBoeii. 


Ha Bodine, Kak Ha TIpHBane, 
OrgbixaAM Mpo 3amac, 


ON THE OFFENSIVE 


Quite at home on the defensive, 
Horses of their own accord 
Used to amble down to water 
Just like any village herd. 


In the thronged and busy forest 

And along the forward line, 

Dogs, protective of their dug-outs, 
Barked and yelped from time to time, 


And the cock, as much at home as 
In the farmyard, used to crow, 
Waking regular as clockwork 

The Divisional CO. 


And, to celebrate the winter, 

In the bath-house — steam galore!— 
Soldiers plied their birch-twig bundles, 
Shedding sweat from every pore. 


War? A spell in bivouac, rather; 
And they whiled the time away 
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JKuan, «Tepkuna» anTaau 
Ha gocyre. 
Bapyr — upuxa3... 


Bapyr — upuka3, Kone, CTrosHke, 
VW yx rge-To qaaeku 
OnycTepmue 3eMAAHKH, 
CuporaMBble AbIMKH. 


V1 yxe o6stkHOBeHHO 

To, 4TO MHHYA WeAbI Tod, 
Touxo Aenb. Bot Tak, HaBepHo, 
Vs soiina, u sce IpoHet... 


VY coagat Moi nocegeaniit, 
Koab OCTaHeTCA 2KHBOH, 
BcnoMHUT: TO-TO 6BIAO Jeao, 
Kak cpaxkaaucb 104 Mocxsoi... 


Vc meyaapnio ropAeaAnBon 

Ou Ha4dHeT B Kpyry BHy4aT 
Cao paccka3 HETOPOMAHBBIM, 
Ecau CAyllaTb 3aXxOTar... 


TpyaHo 3Hatb. Co crapuxkamu 
€ Bcerfa MBI Tak AOOpsI. 
TamM NOCMOTpuM. 
A lOKaMecT 
Ajaaeko 40 Tow Topst. 


Boi B pasrape. Anmxoit cuneit 
Ceppiii cHer 3aBOAOKAO. 

M8 wenn uget Bacnani, 

Ilog orHem wget B CeAo. 


Vs ao oruero mopora, 
44o pogumoro ceaa 
Yepe3 To ceao 40pora— 
He unaye — TIpOAeraa. 
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Reading Tyorkin when off duty. 
Then the orders came one day.... 


Orders. No more idle waiting. 

And they soon left far behind 

Empty dug-outs, plumes of smoke that 
Waved forlornly in the wind. 


And they took it quite for granted 
That a year had whistled by 
Like a day, as wartime, doubtless, 
And all else must pass away. 


And my ageing, grey-haired soldier, 
Should he still be safe and sound, 
Will recall: “That was a business, 
When we fought by Moscow town...” 
Slowly he will tell the story 

With a sad but prideful air, 

To his grandchildren around him,: 
If they only wish to hear.... 


Since we’re often far from patient 
With the old, it’s hard to say. 
We shall see.... 

But in the meantime 
That’s a long, long way away. 


* * * 


Battle raging. Blue pall hanging 
Over snow as grey as lead. 
Heavy firing. Tyorkin’s section 
Forges doggedly ahead. 


And the village they’re approaching 
Lies between him and the place 

Where his fathers dwelt before him, 
Where he spent his childhood days. 
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UrTo mofeaaelib— HHOMy 

VM emje Kpyxkuee myTb. 

VM uaet uno Jo Aomy 

To aw CTeMbl HE3HaKOMOH, 
To Ab ropamu rge-HH6y4p... 


Hu3ko CMepTb HaJ WallkOH CBHIUET, 
XOTb KOFO COTHET B AyTy. 


LJens ‘HaeT, kak 6yATO uljeT 
YTO-TO B M0Ae Ha CHETYy. 


VM 60am, aTO MOMOAOKe, 
Yro Biepsbie Tak HAT, 

B sTOT 4ac BCero AOpoxKe 
3HaTb OAHO, 4TO Tepku TYT. 


_Xopomo— xorTs o3Hobyjem 
IIponumaet 104 orHemM— 

He mlocaegHuM CaMBIM XAOTIEM 
Iloxa3aTb ce6a pH HeM. 


TOaky HeT, 4TO B MHI TOCKAMBHIH, 
Kak cHapsg Oeper pa36er, 
Tepkuu Tak Ke KAeT pa3pbiBa, 
KaMHeM KHHYBIIHCb Ha CHET; 


Uro Hag CTpaxoM MeHbille BAaCTH 
Y toro B 60% nogyac, 

Kro cyab6y cBow u CuacTbe 
VUcnsiraa yxe He pa3; 


Uro, ObITh MOET, 9Ta CHAa 
YIjeAeBLIHM H3 OFHA 
Ueaopeka BbIHOCHAAa 

Zjo cerogusmHero AHA,— 


{fo Bor sToHW Gopo3genKu, 
Tae AexuT, BOOpaB *KHBOT, 
Ou, o6umTEIt KOKeH TOHKOM 
Yeaosek. AexuT 4 JET... 
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Life in war is harsh, unbending: 

Not all go the direct way. 

Some head home, their tired steps bending 
Over dreary plains unending, 

Or through mountains far away..:. 


Death comes whistling low around them, 
And they keep their heads well down, 


Pushing on, as if in search of 
Something on the snowy ground. 


And some of the younger soldiers, 
Those for whom all this is new, 
Thank their lucky stars that Tyorkin’s 
By their side in danger too. 


It’s as well that, though the shelling 
Sends cold shivers down your spine, 
You don’t show yourself the last one — 
Not while Tyorkin’s in the line. 


No harm done if, at the moment 
When a shell comes swooping low, 
Tyorkin, too, waits for the explosion, 
Flattened face down in the snow; 


If to fear the hardened soldier 
Proves in every way as prone, 

Who has diced with fate and fortune 
Many times before—and won; 


If this urge for self-protection 

Is what’s helped him to survive, 

Brought him safe through withering shellfire, 
To this very day alive; 


Brought him to that snow-filled furrow, 
Where he lies, his stomach in, 

Waiting, just a human being 

With no cover but his skin.... 
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T'ye-To TaM, 3a N0AeM OpaHHbiM, 
Zlymy ayMaeT cBo10 

ToT, 10 4bHM 4aCaM KapMaHHBIM 
Bce uachi HAyT B Gov. 


Vi 3a sce Boxpyr naan6o1, 
3a pa3pbIBaMH B ABIM 

Ou CAe€ANT, BAaAbIKa 608, 
VM pemaet, 4To kK yemy. 


T'qe-To TaM, B WecaaHOou Kpyye, 

B 6anHAaxKe CyxoM, CbITlydeM, 

Tanga B KapTy, reHepaa 

Te wach cBou JocTaa; 

XAONHYA KPbIIIKOH, TOUHO ABepKoii, 
TloqHaAa.mianky, BEITep MOT... 


WM Aoxgaaca, caput Tepkuu: 
— Bszoa! 3a Poguny! Bnepeag!.. 


VW xota caosa on sTH— 

Kang y CMepTH Ha Kpalw — 
CorHu pa3 4HTAaA B raseTe 
VV ue pas canrxaa B 6010,— 


B Ayuly BHOBb OHH BCTyMaAM 
C ognuHakoBow TOK 

BaacTbo npaBAbl WM Newaan, 
Caaqxoi ropean cBaTon; 


C Too cHAOH HEH3MeHHO!, 
Uro awdel B OFOHb BeZeT, 
Uro 3a Bce OTBET CBALIECHHBIIL 
Ha ce6sa yxe 6eper. 


— Bsasog! 3a Poguny! Bnepea!.. 


AetitenauT wyeroaepartniii, 
KouHHk, CnemleHHbIit B 608x, 
Tlo-MaAbuumieubu ycaTHit, 
Beceabuak, TLAACYH, Ka3ak, 
Tleppurm Beran, CTpeada C xogy, 
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And, with many things to think of, 
Somewhere rearward of the fray, 
There is one whose watch all other 
Watches on the field obey. 


Following the action round him 
Through the smoke, and din, and roar, 
He’s the man in charge, deciding 
Every move, and what it’s for. 


In a sheltered cliffside cavern 
Hollowed out of trickling sand, 
Studying his map, the General 
Pulls his pocket watch out, and 
Snaps the lid shut like a trapdoor, 
Shifts his hat and mops his brow.... 


Tyorkin, waiting, hears the order: 
“For the Homeland! Here we go!” 


Death-defying call to action — 
Many, many times before, 

Tyorkin’s read it in the papers, 
Heard it in the field, what's more; © 


But it shakes him to the centre 

Of his being, nonetheless, 

With the force of truth, of anguish, 
Of sweet, holy bitterness; 


With a force irrevocable, 
Urging men against the foe, 
Like a sacred vow upholding 
All the things men cherish so. 


“For the Homeland! Here we go!” 


And their dashing, gay lieutenant, 
Cossack, joker, dancer, wit, 

With the lip-fuzz of a youngster, 
Brilliant horseman, now on foot, 
Jumped up, firing from the waist, 
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Tlobexaa Brieped CO B3BO40M, 
O6xogA cCeAO C 3agOB. 
Vi mpoaer yxe AaAeKko 
Caeg ero B cHery ray6oKom — 
JlaAbuie BCeX B IjeMH CAC AOB. 


Bot yxe y KpatHew xaTbul 
TloaHAA OH AaJOHb K yCaM: 

— Moaogunt! Bnepeg, pe6ata! — 
KpukHyA Tak MOAOAHeBAaTO, 
Caosxo Opa Wanaes cam. 
ToabkKo BApyr Blepeg MOgAaaca, 
Octymuaca Ha Gery, 

Uerkui caeg eTO IpepBaaca 

Ha cnery... 


VV wbIpHyA OH B CHET, KaK B BOAy, 
Kak MaAb4OHKa C AOAKM B BHD. 
Vs nomiao B yenu 10 B3BOAY: 

— Panen! PaHen KomaHgnup!.. 


Ilog6exaau. UW torga-tTo, 
C tem wu 6yaerT He 3a6nT, 
Ou MpMBctaa: 

— Bnepea, pebara! 

Al He panen. A—yOut... 


Kpaii ceaa, 3agbl, 3a4BOpKu — 

B apyx Warax, B pyKax BOT-BOT... 
VY ysugea, monsa Tepxuu, 

Yro pecTu ero ueped. 


— Bssog! 3a Poanny! Bnepeag!.. 


Vs aosepunso 0 3Haky, 

3a TOBapuyeM celia, 

C mecta 6pocwAMcb B aTaky 
Copok Ayui—OHa Ayla... 


Ecau ecTb B 6010 yga4a, 
To B ucxoge Bce nogpad 
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With his unit forward raced 
Towards the village, doubling round 
And his foot-tracks as he sprinted 
Outstripped all the rest imprinted 
Deep across the snowy ground. 


By the cottage at the end, 

To his mouth he cupped his hand: 

“That’s the stuff, lads! In and smash ’em!”— 
Just as brave and just as dashing 

As Chapayev used to be. 

All at once, he seemed to falter 

As he turned to run ahead, 

And his neatly printed footmarks 

Suddenly stopped dead.... 


As a boy into a river, 

He went plunging headlong down. 
“Wounded! The commander’s wounded!” 
Was the word that travelled round. 


Up they ran. And then what happened, 
They'll remember, every one. 

“Carry on!” he said, half rising. 

“Pm not wounded, lads. I’m done.” 


Village outskirts, backyards, orchards, 
ust two steps and we'll break through.... 
hat’s when Tyorkin realised that 

He must take the lead, and so— 


“For the Homeland! Here we go!” 


Confidently at his signal, 

Tyorkin’s comrades followed on, 
Change straight into the village — 
Forty men that moved as one.... 


When the action’s been successful, 
When the day’s been truly won, 
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C nmoxBaaod, BecbMa ropsueli, 
Zipyr 0 Apyre ropopar. 


— TaHKu JeHcTBOBaAM CAaBHO. 
— Iau caneps Moaogyo. 

— ApTHaaepua n04aBHO 

He yeanee B [psA3b AMIJOM. 

— A nexora! 

— Kak no HoTam, 

Ilfaa nexota. Hy ga ro Tam! 
ABxaljHA — Wi Ta... 


Caozom, mpocto—Kpacota. 


Vi 6nrpaer Tak, He CKpoem, 
Uro ycnex raa3a CAenmHT: 
CTOAbKO CHIIeTCA Tepoes, 
UTo — rad quiib— O4uH 3a6piT. 


Ho 4A TOUHOCTH IpHMepHoO:, 
Aaa Nlopsgka renepaa, 

Kro B C€AO BOpBaACA TEpBEIM, 
3HaTb Ha MECTe T1O*KeAaA. 


JljoaomxMAM, Kak O6BTHO: 
Moa, TaKOH-TO B3AA CEAO, 
Ho He CMOr ABMTBCA AHUHO, 
Tak Kak paHeH TAKeAO. 


VY rorga u3 Bcex damuanii, 

Bcex cerogHAuwHux HMeH — 
TepkvH — BbIppaaoch — Bacnanii! 
Dro 6BIA, KOHEYHO, OH. 
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All congratulate each other 
On the way the job’s been done. 


“Yes, the tanks were on top form there.” 
“And the sappers were a hit.” 

“And we always knew the gunners 
Wouldn’t land us in the——.” 

“And the infantry!” 

“Like butter... 

Never saw those boys fight better.” 
“And the Air Force too, you know... 


Or, to sum it up—good show! 


But it has to be admitted 

That success is often blind. 
Name your heroes by the dozen, 
One will always slip the mind. 


But to keep the records tidy 

So that nothing might be missed, 
“Who broke first into the village?” 
Was the General’s request. 


He was told, in routine manner, 
So-and-so had taken it, 

But he couldn’t come in person, 
Since he had been badly hit. 


And of all the likely people 

One was named: ihe should it be 
But our own Vassili Tyorkin? 
Yes, none other. It was he. 
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CMEPTb HW BOHH 


3a Aaaekue TpuropKu 
YXOAHA CpaxKeHbA Kap. 

Ha cnery Bacuanit Tepxun 
Henogo0panuniit aera. 


Cuer nog Hum, Ha6paKun KPOBbIO 
B3aAca rpydol aeqAHon. 

CMepTb CKAOHHAaCb K H3FOAOBBW: 
— Hy, coagaT, nowgem co MHo#. 


A Tenlepb TBOA NoOApyra, 
Hegaaexo nposoxy, 

Beaou Bpwron, 6eaoh Bbrwroi, 
Bpwrok caeg 3anoponty. 


Apornya Tepxun, 3amep3aa 
Ha mocreaw cHeroBol. 

— HA He 3Baa Te6a, Kocaa, 
A cOAgaT ele KUBO. 


CmeptTb, CMeACh, HarHyAach HMKe: 
— [loano, noano, Moaogen, 


DEATH AND THE SOLDIER 


As the battle din receded 
Over the hills and far away, 
Tyorkin, lonely and unheeded, 
In the snow abandoned lay. 


Blood and snow to ice had hardened 
Underneath him. Stealthily, 

Death stooped over him and whispered: 
“Soldier, come along with me. 


“I am now your own dear true-love, 
And we haven't far to go. 

I shall make the blinding blizzard 
Hide your trail with sifting snow.” 


Tyorkin shuddered as he froze there 
On his ice-encrusted bed. 

“I don’t need you here, Kosaya,* 

I am still alive, net dead.” 


Laughing, Death stooped lower, saying: 
“Here, young fellow, that will do. 


*Death the Squint-Eyed. But female in Russian.— Tr. 
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A-TO 3Hal0, A-TO BHXy: 
Tht *®XHBOH, Ja HE *KHAEL. 


MumoxoJoM TeHbiO CMepTHOH 
Al TBOHX KOCHYAAaCb eK, 

A Te6e H He3aMeTHO, 

Uro Ha HMX CyXOH CHEKOK. 


Moero He 6olica Mpaka, 
Houb, moBepb, He xyxKe AHA... 


— A uero Te6e, ogHako, 
Hy2HO AHYHO OT MeHA? 


Cmeptb kak 6y4To 6bI 3aMAAaCb, 
OTKAOHHAACb OT HEFO. 
— HyHo MHE... Takyl0 MaAOCTb, 
Hy nourm 4To Huuero. 


HyxeH 3HaK OAWH COrAacbs, 
Uro ycraa Sepeub Th KH3Hb, 
YrToO 0 CMEpTHOM MOAHIIb 4aCce... 


— Cam, BbIxXogHT, nognumMch? — 
CmepTb moaymaaa. 

— Hy 4yTo xe,— 

Tlognumuch, 4 Ha NOKO;i. 

— Her, ypoan. Ce6e gopoxe. 

— He toprylica, goporoi. 


Bce paBHo ugeulb Ha yOnlab.— 
CmepTb nNOgBHHYyAaCcb K TAedy.— 
Bce paBHo CTAHYAHCb ry6hI, 
Crpiyt 3y6nt... 

— He xouy. 


— A CMOTpH-ka, AeAo K HOUH, 
Ha Mopos roputT saps. 

Ak Tomy, 4TOO MHE KOpoye 
V re6e ne Mep3uytb 3pa... 


— Ilorepnaw. 
— Hy, yro TH, rayne! 
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Though you live, your hours are numbered. 
I know better far than you. 


“As I passed, my deathly shadow 
Touched your cheeks so young and fair, 
And you haven't even noticed 

How the snow is settling there. 


“Do not fear my shades of darkness, 
Truly, night’s no worse than day....” 


“What d’you mean? Just what exactly 
Are you after, anyway?” 


Here Death almost seemed to falter, 
And she even half withdrew. 

“TI ask little, almost nothing... 

This is what I want of you: 


“Just a token of agreement 
hat you’re weary of this world, 
That you pray for Death to free you....” 


“Sign my name, then, in a word?” 
Death fell thoughtful: 

“You could say that — 

Sign for everlasting peace.” 

“Go! I sell my life more dearly.” 
“Don’t you bargain, lovey, please! 


“What’s the use? Your strength is failing.” 
Death drew closer, bent down low. 
“What’s the use? Your lips are freezing, 
Cold your teeth...” - 

“The. answer's: No.” 


“Just look yonder. ee is falling, 
And the skyglow heralds frost. 
There’s no point in freezing slowly, 
While my precious time is lost....” 


“! caniwaites 
“You foolish fellow, 
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Beab Ae@KHIIb, BCETO CBEAO. 
46 te6a ToTuac TyAynOM, 
Yro6 yxe HaBek TenAo. 


Buxy, Bepumb. Bot u caesnt, 
Bor yx a te6e muaei. 


— Bpem, 1 maagy or Moposa, 
He oT »xaaocTH TBOEH. 


— Uro oT caactsa, aro ot 60an— 
Bce papno. A xoaog AnT. 
3aBHAaCh 103eMKa B MOAe. 
Hert, te6a yx He HaitgyT... 


Vi 3auem re6e, nogymaii, 

Ecan KTO H noabeper. 
Tlomaaeenib, 4TO HE yMep 
3aecb, Ha Mecte, 6e3 XAONOT... 


— Iyrump, Cmeprs, naeten rexera.— 
OTBepHya C TpygOM TNAeTO.— 

Mue Kak pa3 NOKHTb OxorTa, 

AW He *RHA-TO eUfe... 


— Aa BCTaHemD, TOAKY MaA0,— 
IIpogoamana Cmeptp, cmeach.— 
A W BCTaHeImb—BCe CHaqaaa: 
XOAOA, CTpax, yCTaAocTh, rps3b... 
Hy-ka, CAaqKO An, Apy-xuiye, 
Paccy4u-Ka B mpoctore. 


— 4ro cygutp! C sone ne B3pmyenib 
Hv B Kako yxe cyae. 


— A Tocka, coagar, B ipHaayy: 
Kak TaM 4OMa, 4TO C CeMbeli? 


— Bor yx Bamoanw 3aqaay — 
Konuy HeMyja—u 4OoMoi. 


— Tax. Jonycrum. Ho re6e-ro 
Vs aomoi K 4emy npnittH? 
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You can only come to harm. 
I could wrap you up in sheepskins 
And you’d be forever warm. 


“Ah, you trust me! Look, you’re weeping. 
Now you feel more drawn to me.” 


“Lies! It’s from the cold I’m crying, 
And not from your sympathy.” 


“Happiness or pain— what matter? 
Savage is this frost. The snow 
Swirls across the open meadow. 
No, they'll never find you-now.... 


“Even if they come to fetch you, 
It will be too late. You'll freeze. 
You'll be sorry that they didn’t 
Leave you here to die in peace.” 


“Death, you play a cat-and-mouse game.” 
Painfully he turned away. 

“Me, I want to go on living. 

I’m still much too young to die.” 


“Get up, then! You'll still regret it,” 
Death continued with a leer. 

“Start again from the beginning — 
Cold, fatigue, pain, dirt, and fear.... 
Friend, just give a simple verdict: 
Is all that worth struggling for?” 


“Verdict? There’s no court of justice 
Where a man can sue a war.” 


“Worse — you'll miss your home and family, 
You'll be simply worried sick.” 


“First of all, I'll get the job done: 
Beat the Hun. And then go back.” 


“Granted. But suppose you do, then? 
What’s the point in it for your 
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Zloroaa 3eMAK pa3geTa 
Ys pasrpa6aena, yuTu. 
Bce B 3a6poce. 


— HA paboruur, 

Al 6bI JoMa B JCAO BHHK. 
— fom pa3pymiex. 

— Sw MAOTHHK... 

— Ileuxu uety. 

— Vi neunuk... 

A oT CKyKu—Ha BCe pyKH, 
Byay *HB— MOE CO MHOi. 


— Alali eye ckasaTb crapyxe: 
Bapyr mpugem c oguoi pyKoi? 
Mab emle KakKHM KaAeKOH,— 
Cam ce6e H TO MOCTHIA... 


Vi co Cmeprsio Yeaosexy 
Cnopurp cTaao cBBHe CHA. 
Uictexaa ye OH KpOBbW, 
Kouenea. Ciyckaaacb HOUb... 


— IIpu ogHom Moem ycaosre, 
Cmeptb, mMocayuiai... A He Mpo4b... 


Vi, TOMUM TOCKOH 2xKeECTOKOii, 
Oaunok, u caa6, u Maa, 

Ou c MOABOOH, HE TO C ympeKoM 
YroBapuBatTEca CTaA: 


— A ne xyammii wu He Ayan, 

Uro normouy Ha Bone. 

Ho B Kone ee, Tocaymiaii, 

Ala TH Ha AeHb OTMYCK MHE? 

Ajab Thl MHE B TOT JeHb TOCAeAHHii, 
B mpa34HHK CAaBbI MHDPOBOH, 
YCABIXaTb CaAIOT NOGe AHI, 

Yro pasgactca Haq Mocxsoii? 

{lab ThI MHE B TOT J€Hb HEMHOKKO 
Tloryastb cpequ *xuBBIx? 
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All the land’s been stripped stark naked, 
Ravaged, looted, plun ered, tov. 
Just a shambles....” 


“Tm a worker. 

I'd pile in and get things done.” 
“No house left.” 

“I'd build a new one.” 

“And no stove....” 

“I’d soon make one. 
Jack-of-all-trades out of boredom, 
Game for anything —that’s me.” 


“Let a poor old woman finish: 

If you've lost an arm, maybe, 

Or in some such way been crippled, 
Even you will cease to care.” 


For the Man, this argument with 
Death was more than he could bear. 
Still the blood was flowing freely, 
And his limbs were growing stiff. 


“Listen, Death, I might be willing, 
But there’s just one single if.” 


Tortured by the cruellest yearning, 
Lonely, helpless, weakening, 
Half beseeching, half reproaching, 
Tyorkin started bargaining: 


“Better and worse men than I am 
May have lost their lives in war, 
But, when all the fighting’s over, 
Will you grant me one day more? 
On Nae ay of celebration, 
Festival of world renown, 

May I hear the victory salvoes 
Thunder over Moscow town? 

Will you let me join the living 

As they throng the streets outside? 
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Jjaulb ThI MH€ B OJHO OKOMIKO 
IloctyyaTb B Kpaxx pOJHBIX? 

VM kak BbIMAYT Ha KpblAedKO,— 
Cmepts, a CmeptTs, enje MHe TaM 
{lallib CKka3aTb OJHO CAOBE4KO? 
TloacaoBeuka? 

— Her. He gam... 


Apornya Tepxuu, 3amep3aa 
Ha mocreau cHeroBoi. 


— Tak nomaa Th Mpoub, Kocas, 
A cOAgaT ele *KMBOH. 


byday WAakaTb, BbITb OT 60H, 
Tw6uytp B moae 6e3 creda, 
Ho Te6e no go6po Bove 

A He CagaMca HMKOrAa. 


— Ilorogn. Pe3sou nowunye 
A HatiAy,— 1ogalib MHE 3HaK... 


— Cro! Uayt 3a muow. Mmyr. 
V3 can6atTa. 

— Tae, aygax? 

— Bon, no cTexxKe 3aHeCeHHOn... 


CmMepTb XOxO¥eT BO BECb poT: 
— V3 komaH4bl NOXxOpoHHon. 
— Bce paso: xuBol Hapog. 


Cuer mlypuiut, NOgxogaAT ABoe. 
O6 aonmaTy 3BAKHYA AOM. 


— Bot ewe ocTaaca Bouu. 
K Hou Bcex He y6epem. 


— A¥TO ycraau 3a JeHb, 
ZjocTaBalt KHCeT, 3EMAAK. 
Ha noxoHuwuKe npucajem 
{ja NOKypuMM HaTouaK. 
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Tap a certain cottage window 

In my native countryside? 

When my folks step through the doorway, 
Death, O Death, before I go, 

May I say a word of greeting? 

Half a word?” 


“The answer's No.” 


Tyorkin shuddered as he froze there 
On his ice-encrusted bed. 


“Then be gone from me, Kosaya, 
I am still alive, not dead. 


“T shall weep, shall how] with torment, 
Die forgotten in this field, 

But of my own will and choosing, 
Know that I shall never yield.” 


“T’ll find you a purer motive, 
If you'll give the sign. Fair’s fair.” 


“Wait! They’re coming for me. Searching. 
From the hospital.” 

“Fool! Where?” 

“Yonder, down that snowy footpath...” 


Death laughed long, as at a joke. 
“That’s the burial detail coming.” 
“Never mind. They’re living folk.” 


Soft snow crunching, two approaching, 
Clang of crowbar hitting spade. 


“Here’s another one. We'll never 
Get ‘em done by nightfall, mate!” 


“And the day’s been heavy going. 
Mate, give us a twist of shag. 

Let’s sit down here on this dead ’un, 
And we'll have a crafty drag.” 
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— Ka6nl, 3Haemb, Jo 3aTAKKH— 
Ife ropsuux KOTeAOK. 

— Ka6bi Kameapky 43 QAAKKN. 
— Ka6ni Tak — oaMH FAOTOK. 

— Wan apa... 


Vi tyr, xorp caa6o, 
Ilogaa Tepkuu roaoc cBoi: 
— IIporouute sty baby, 
A coagaT ewe *KMBOH. 


CMOTpAT AWA: BOT Tak wTyxKa! 
BudsaT: BepHo,— KuB COAgaT. 


— Uro Ts aymaeuip! 
— A Hy-ka, 
TloHecem ero B can6ar. 


~— Hy u pegkoctuoe 4zero,— 
PaccyxAawT He Cielma.— 
OgHO AeAo—mpocTo Teao, 
A TyYT—TeAo wu yma. 


— Enae-eae ayia B Tene... | 

— Illyrxu, To ab, 32386 copcem. 
A yx MbI Te6a xoTean, 
TlonuMaemb, B HapKOM3em... 


— He Toaxyit. Saxgaacn Maaniit. 
BripyOal uMHeAb BO AbAy. 
TlogHuman. 

A CMeptp cxazaaa: 
— HA, oqHako, Bcaeg mow Ay. 


3eMAAKH — OHH K pa6otTe 

Iipucnoco6aeHbt K HHOII. 

ieee MBbICAHT, pacTpacere — 
euje OH 6yJeT MOH. 


{ipa peMHA Ja aBe AonaTH, 
Alpe mMHeaM monepex. 

— bepern, coagat, coagata. 
— Tlonecau. Tepnu, apyxox. 
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“Would be better if we ate first — 
Cabbage soup—a mess-tin full.” 
“And a snifter from a hip-flask.” 
“More than that—A good long pull.” 
“Two long pulls.” 


Albeit feebly, 
Tyorkin found his voice and said: 
“Fast get rid of that old woman, 
I am still alive, not dead.” 


Both men stare. Would you believe it! 
He’s alive, as they can see. 


“How about that?” 
“Get him back to 
Hospital immediately.” 


“Happens one time in a thousand!” 
But they take it in their stride. 
“One thing if it’s just a body — 
This here’s got a soul inside.” 


“Only just.” 

“Say that again, chum! 

You’re near frozen stiff, you know. 
We'd have sent you to the People’s 
Commissar for Down Below.” 


“That'll do. Don’t keep him waiting. 
Chop his coat free. Careful, mind! 
Lift him up.” 

And then Death muttered: 
“Still, Pl follow on behind. 


“Yokels, both of them; they’re used to 

Duties of a different kind. 

Fools!” she thought. “They'll jolt and jar him. 
In the end, he’ll still be mine.” 


Two stout belts and two long shovels, 
And two greatcoats, end to end. 
“Soldier, careful with your comrade.” 
“Off we go. Chin up, my friend!” 
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Hoposat, uro6 Menpile Tpackn, 
Uro6 popuee kak-Huby sp, 
beperyt, HecyT c omackoit: 
CmepTb CropoHkow AepxKUT HyTb. 


A 4opora—ue 4jopora,— 
LJeauHa, 10 Mosc cHer. 

— Orgoxunyau 6 Bb HeMHOrO, 
XAONUBI... 

— Muasii aweaoBnex,— 
Tosoput 3eMAaK TOAKOBO,— 
He Tpesoxnca, He ane. 
Tloromy HeceM »xuBoro, 
MeprTsbiii BABOe TaxKeAen. 

A Apyron: 

— Oho W3BeCTHO. 

A euje 4 TO y4eCcTD, 

Uro *KMBOH CMelmMT ZO MecTa,— 
MeprBpli 4oMa—rze HH ECTD. 


— fleao, craao OniTb, B IIpHBEIKe ,— 
3aKAIOUalOT 3EMAAKH — 

ro x TH, Apyr, 6e3 pykaBu4KH? 
Ha-ko TemayW, C pyKu... 


MW nogyMaaa Bnepsuie 
Cmeptb, CAeaa CO CTOpoHnt: 
«/JO 4ero OHM, *KHBBIE, 

Mex co6o0i cao“ — apyxunl. 
Iloromy u c ogMHouKon 
CaagzuTp Hago6Ho cyMeTb, 
Hexors faelrs OTCpouKy». 


VY, B3qoxnysB, orctaaa Cmeptp. 
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And the two men somehow manage 
Not to shake him needlessly. 

With solicitude they bear him, 
While Death tags along close by. 


And the road’s no road, but rather 
Virgin land waist-high in snow. 
“Hey, it’s time you had a breather, 
Fellers....” 

“Ah, but don’t you know, 

My dear fellow,” says one bearer, 
“There’s no need to worry, mate. 
You're a live ’un that we've got here. 
Dead, you would be twice the weight.” 
Then his friend: 

“That’s common knowledge. 

Live ‘uns hurry,” added he. 

“But a dead ’un, he’s alread 
Home — wherever that may be.” 


It depends on how you see it, 

They decided in the end. 

“Here, you've only got one mitten. 
Take mine while it’s warm, my friend.” 


As she watched them from the sidelines, 
Death was forced to think, at length: 
“Why, they’re thick as thieves together, 
All the living. It’s their strength. 

I can only strike a bargain 

When they're on their own, and so, 

I suppose I must postpone it.” 


And Death, sighing, let them go. 
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TEPKHH MHMET 


..MMory Bam coo6uyMTp 

V3 cpoew maaan, 

Uro, 6oapmionm MO6uTeA KUTS, 
Bapkua a, pebara. 


VW xora natep 6okxa, 
Haaemaaca aexKHeM, 
Tosopart, 3aTo Hora 
byaet ayame mpexueit. 


Hi Hamepeu 4 onaTp 
Bcxope 6e3 nogmMorn 
Tou Horo Tpasy Tontats, 
Bcras wa o6e Horn... 


Osa6ouen a celiac 

Alb OAHOM 3agaueli, 

YUro6 nonactp B poauyo 4actTp, 
Huxyaa unare. 


C Helo XA H BOEBAA, 
Kypc Hayk ycBona. 


TYORKIN WRITES 


Written from the hospital 

Ward in which I’m lying: 

Your life-loving friend’s come through 
With all banners flying. 


I’ve been here flat on my back 
Till I feel quite sore, mates; 
But they say my leg will be 
Better than before, mates. 


When I’m on my pins again, 

One thing I’ve decided — 

That’s to tread the good old grass 
Crutchless and unaided. 


There’s one problem bothering me, 
But I’m workin on it— 

That’s to get a posting straight 
Back to my old unit. 


With that unit I once fought, 
Learned all I was lacking, 


266 


Orctymaa, WbIAb FAOTAA, 
Hactynas, cHer vepraa 
BaaeHKaMH BOHH. 


VM noxyaa 4To ona 

Zlaq MeHA—cCOAgaTa— 
Bce wa cpere, Bce CIOAHA: 
VM poauaa cropoua, 

VI cemMba, u xata. 


VI oxora MuHe cKopei 

K Hei B pAAB] BKAMHHTECA 

VU, gomgapmuce soOprix gHeii, 
TIlo CMoaeniyjuHe cBOeH 
TonaTb 40 rpaHUupl. 


Bnpouem, Aaxke CyTb HE B TOM, 
A cKaxy TouHee: 

AloBeauch ApyruM TyTeM 

Zio KoHIa 4ATH,— nonZem, 
I'ge yroaxo, c Hew! 


Ecaw 2% NlyAM B TpeTHH pa3 
KAWHET HaCMepTh, 3Aa4, 

To mo KpaHHocTu cpeab Bac, 
bpatTupbl, C30 NOcAegHHH aac 
BcTpeTutTb A *KeAal0. 


TOAbKO C 9THM MBI CIeEUIMTb 
bes ny 4bl He CTaHeM. 

A OoAbWIOH AIOGOHTEAD XKHTB, 
Kak cka3aA 3apauHe. 


U, mockoapry 4 cmeilly 
Iloscrpeyatbca c Bamu, 
Tenepaay Hannury 
Temu Ke CAOBaMH. 


Toaaraw, renepaa 
Kak-HuKak yBaxKuT,— 
Ox MHe OpdeH BbIfaBaa, 
B mpocs6e He oTKamer. 
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Swallowed dust in the retreat, 
Ploughed the snow up with my feet 
When we were attacking. 


For a single chap like me, 

Just a common soldier, 

It’s my all— my home country, 
It’s my friends and family, 

It’s my hearth and shelter. 


Let me squeeze back into line 
In full marching order. 

There will be a better time, 

I'll cross that Smolensk of mine 
Till we reach the border. 


But there’s more I'd like to say, ° 
Since there’s no real knowing: 

If, to make that final day, 

We must march some other way — 
Count me in—I’m going! 


And if bullet number three 

Picks me out for death, mates, 
Then with you boys let it be 
That old Tyorkin finally 
Breathes his dying breath, mates. 


No need to anticipate 

All that prematurely. 

I’m a lover of this life, 
As I’ve mentioned surely. 


But to join you soon, that’s worth 
Much anticipation. 

I shall send the General my 
Written application. 


Yes, I think he'll be inclined 
Somehow to respect it. 
Decorated me himself — 
Don’t think he’ll reject it. 
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3a IIMCbMOM, HaJeloch, BCAeCA 
byay cam o6parTno... 

y M NOBapy MpHBeT 
Ot Meus” ABYKpaTHBIi. 


Ilycrb 4 BUped”b FOTOBUT TAK, 
3alpaBAAA *KUPHO, 

UroO B KOTAe CTOAA Geptiak 
Ilo KoMaHge «CMHpHO>... 


VW sogHMM CAOBa CBOH 
3aKkAIOUMTh XO4Y A: 
Uto peauxue 60n, 
Kak nlorogy, 4yW. 


Tak 6p1BaeT y KOHA 
Uyscrso 6aM3KoH cBagbOnl... 
Zo Toro 60AbmI0ro AHA 
Mue 6e3 maAoK BCTaTb 651! 


Craw cKopelt 4a Ay BecTei. 
Bce cka3aA AO KOpKH... 
O6uumalo Bac, yepTei. 

Bam 


Bacuauu Tepxun. 
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I'll be on that letter’s heels — 
Leastways, so I’m hoping. 
Greetings to the cook from me 
With a second helping. 


Let him make the broth so rich 
When he’s in the kitchen 

That the ladle stands up straight 
At the word “Attention!” 


One more thing I'd like to say 
jue by way of pal 
’ve a sort of hunch that great 
Battles are impending. 


Horses sense it when the gay 
Wedding time approaches... 
Y'll be up for that great day 

Without sticks or crutches! 


Got to snatch a wink or two. 
Time to put the cork in. 
Send some news, you rascals you, 
Love, 

Vassili Tyorkin. 
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TEPKHH— TEPKHH 


UbA-TO MedKa, 4UbA-TO xaTa, 
Ha Apopa pacnwaeH XaAcB... 
Kro Ha3a60Ca— Ae€AO CBATO, 
Tomy Hago o6orpes. 


JleAao CBATO—4bA TaM xaTa, 

Kro ux HbinYe pa3sbepe;rT. 

T'petica, paayiica, pebsra, 
OpHEIM, CMeWlaHHBI Hapod. 


Ha moay te6e coaoma, 
3aAPpeMaroCch, TAK AOIKHC. 
He y Tew, 4 He Joma, 
. He B pal, Og4HaKO, KM3Hb. 


ToT cHgKT, pa3yBIIH HOry, 
I]punoguas, TASAMT Ha CBeT. 
Bcw onjynbiBaet crporo,— 
Y3HaeT —e€LO HAb HET. 


Tot, WiMHeAb CMaxHyB 63 cTpaxy, 
BrrcoKo 3agpaB pybaxy, 
IIpamo B Me4uKy XO¥eT BAE3T. 


— He oquu Thi, 6parey, 34ecb. 
— OrTcaoHuTecn, Xaonmiyn. TemMenb... 


i , 
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TYORKIN v. TYORKIN 


Someone’s stove and someone’s cottage, 
Firewood from a sawn-up byre.... 
Frozen? Then you are entitled 

To a place beside the fire. 


Yes, entitled. In whose cottage? 

There’s no telling any more. 

Warm yourselves, cheer up, you soldiers 
Thrown together by the war. 


Straw strewn on the floor in plenty; 
Lay you down and doze right off. 
It’s not mum-in-law’s or heaven, 
But it’s life; that’s fair enough. 


One sits with a single boot on, 
Bare foot held up to the light. 
Feels it carefully all over, 
Checking that it’s his alright. 


One, his coat flung down beside him, 
And his tunic rucked up high, 
Wants to crawl into the stove. 


“I call that a selfish cove.” 
“Here, move over, can’t see clearly...” 
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— 4Uro TH, mpaBda, kak TOT HeMelL... 
— Hbtuye Hemel cam He TOT. 


— Hy, 6part, on eme agaer, 

OrnyckaeT, He CKyIMTCA... 

— bce xe c npexuuM He CpaBHUTca,— 
Cuaa canor c OgHo HOrH. 

— fleao acHoe,— 6ern! 


— Oxo-xo. Boitua, pe6aTxu. 

— A TH aymaa! Bor yyaax. 

— Ayame Het —4aiixy B AoctatTKe, 
XM€Ab— OH rpeeT, Aa He Tak. 


— DTO 4bA KE ycTaHOBKa 

l'perpca uaem? Bor u speutn. 

— 9, He CTaBb K OHIO BHHTOBKY... 
— A eye kyAem xopoum... 


OnpokuuyTHit ucTomoi, 
TepkHH ApeMAeT Ha CrIMHe, 
Or 6eceabl B CTOpoHe. 

Tak AH, CAK AM, €pKHH Joma, 
To ecTb—cnHoBa Ha BOHHEe... 


OTO paHeHHIM H3BECTHO: 
Bopotucb Th B MOAK po4Hon — 
Bce He TO: HHOe MeECTO 

Vs wapog yxe uno. 


IIpu6ayTKu, noropopKu 

He Takwe AOBHT CAyx... 

— Tye-ro nau Bacuauit Tepxun? — 
Oro canmutT Tepkuu Bapyr. 


IIpuscraert, utypura coaomoit, 
Uro Tam Aaabiue— NOACTepeyb. 
Hukomy 0H He 3HaKOMBIIi — 
Vo Hem Kak 6yaTo peub. 


Ho CKBO3b yM MH TaM BeceAbtit, 
4To Knmea BOKpyr orua, 
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“You're as bad as Jerry, nearly...” 
“He’s not what he used to be.” 


“He’s all there, believe you me. 
He’s still giving us what for.” 
“Not the same Fritz any more— 
One boot off and one boot on.” 
“Yes, exactly! On the run!” 


“Yes, it’s war, that’s what it is, mates.” 
“Hark at genius there! That’s news!” 
“Pints an pans of tea’ll warm you 
Darn sight better than your booze.” 


“Here, who’s laying down the law, then? 
Tea to warm your belly? Trash!” 

“Shift that rifle from the stove, chum.” 
“There’s another thing — goulash.” 


Enervated and exhausted, 
Tyorkin dozes on the floor, 
Quite oblivious to the talking. 
Now he’s home again, is Tyorkin, 
Meaning that he’s back at war.... 


Wounded soldiers know the feeling: 
Go back to your regiment — 
Nothing’s quite the same. The people 
And the place are different. 


Regimental jokes and wisecracks 
Are all unfamiliar here.... 

“Hey, where’s our Vassili Tyorkin?” 
Catches Tyorkin’s startled ear. 


Up he sits, straw mattress rustling — 
Just play possum and don’t move. 
No one in here even knows him, 
Yet it’s him they’re speaking of. 


Then, above the noise and hubbub 
And the fireside gaiety, 
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Bot OH CABIMIMT HOBbIM FOAOC: 
— YTO KTO TaM po MeHs?.. 


— IIpo re6a?— 
Be3 oropopKu 
Tor onats: 
— Camo co6oi. 
— Ilouemy? 
— Tax a xe Tepkuu. 


Oro caput Tepkuu Moi. 


UTo-TO crpaHHoe TBOpHTCA, 
HenonatHoe ymy. 
IlopepHyancb ToTYac AMA 
Moaua k Tepxuny. K tomy. 


Atoau Bpoge opobean: 
— Tepxnu— anqHo? 
— A wu eCTb. 

— Bcamom geae? 

— B camom geae. 


— Xaonypi, xaonypi, Tepxun 3gecp! 


— He csepHete au MaxopKu?— 
Kro-TO BbITalJMA KHCeT. 

Mf ue Mou, a ror yx Tepxun 
Tosopnr: 

— Maxopxn? Her. 


TepkuH MOH —k orHio nob6anx«e, 
Otru6aeT BOpOTHHK. 

Torasqut, a OH-TO pbpKH — 
TepkuH TOT, ero ABOMHHK. 


Ecau 6 nompocty maxopKu 
TepkuH BBIKYpHA BTOpoH, 

Hi ve scrpsa Onl, Moxet, Tepkun, 
IIpomoayaa 651 MoH repon. 


Ho, MOCKOABKY BOAMT HOCOM, 
3aqaeTCa 4EAOBEK, 
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By al heard a new voice saying: 
“Someone here just mention me?” 


“You indeed?” 

The other answered 
Unabashed: 

“Why yes, of course!” 
“How’s that so?” 
“Because I’m Tyorkin,” 


Said the other soldier’s voice. 


Something fishy going on here; 
Very strange, all said and done. 
Silent, all looked round at Tyorkin, 
That is, at the other one. 


And the men seemed almost timid. 
“Tyorkin? Honest?” 

“Yes, I swear.” 

“Him in person?” 

“Him in person.” 

“Fellers, fellers, Tyorkin’s here!” 


Somebody produced makhorka. 
“Here, try some of this,” said he. 
Then not mine, but tother Tyorkin 
Said: 

“ Makhorka? Not for me.” 


Turning back his greatcoat collar, 
Tyorkin moved up to the fire, 
Gazed intently at his double, 

Saw this Tyorkin had red hair. 


If the other had accepted, 
And if he had not demurred, 
Then the chances are my hero 
Would have hardly interfered. 


But, since Number Two was swanking, 
Trying to throw his weight about, 
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TepkuH MOH K HeMy C BONpocom: 
— Ay Bac He6ocb «Ka36exk»? 


ToT MOMe4AHA 4YTb C OTBETOM: 
Moa, He NMOHAA HHM4UEFO. 
— Uro x, Tpopetnon curapeTou 
Yrowy.— 

Bo3bmu ero! 


Buaut moi Bacuanit Tepxun— 
He c Toro 3amea Konya. 

Mi He To 4T06 4yscTBom roppKuM 
YKOAOAO MOAO Aa, — 


He aw6na atogei cnecuBurx, 

UV, o6ugy 3araa, 

OH cKa3aa, B34OXHYB ACHHBO: 
— Bce xe TepxuH—oro a... 


Cmex, BOAHeHBE. 

— Hosni Tepxuu! 

— XAONUBI, JBOe... 

— Bor 6eaa... 

— Kak goigeT ux Ao NATEPKH, 
Pas6yaute Hac Torga. 


— Her, 6pat, myrumh,— orseyaer 
TepkuH TOT, 104KaB ry6y,— 
TepkuH— a. 


— ja kTO ux 3HaeT,— 
He Hanucano Ha aby. 


M3 kapMaHa rMMHacTepKu 
PBLeKHH — KHYKKy: 
— Uo x A Bam... 


— Touno: Tepxauu... 
— Toapxo Tepxun 
He Bacuani, a Upan. 


Ho, yoke c HacMenIKOH ragga, 
ToT OTBeTHA MOemy: 
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Tyorkin faced him with the question: 
“You swear by Kazbeks, no doubt?” 


Then the other hesitated: 
What was Tyorkin’s little game? 
“Here, I'll treat you to a captured 
German cigarette.” 

“Get him!” 


Whereupon my Vasya Tyorkin 
Saw that something had gone, wrong, 
Not that he was feeling bitter, 
Not that he was feeling stung. 


Show-offs irked him, but he bottled 
Up his feelings just the same, ; 
And he murmured, sighing gently: 
“Tyorkin, comrade, is my name.” 


Uproar. Mirth. 

“Another Tyorkin!” 

“Two of them!” 

“Well, sakes alive!” 

“Here, do us a favour: wake us 
When the number’s up to five!” 


“No, you must be joking, brother,” 
Looking needled, said the other. 
“That’s my name.” 


“Can’t tell ’em nohow. 
They’re not branded on the brow!” 


Carrots pulled his Army paybook 
From his pocket. 
“Read it, man!” 


“Yes, he’s Tyorkin....”- 
“But this Tyorkin’s 
Not Vassili, he’s Ivan.” 


Then, a sneer in his expression, 
T’other Tyorkin said to mine: 
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— Tos notimu, 4To puma paau 
MoxHo cgeaaTb xOTb Domy. 


OTOT BEIAOXHYA 3aTAKKy* 
— Aja, no Tepxun-ro—repoii. 


ToT WIMHeAKy Hapacmialiky: 

— Bor Bam open, BOT Apyroii, 
Bot sam Tepkun-6ponebonmnx, 
Bepbte CAOBy, H€ MOABE. 

VW mMamuu nog6ua a Goapmre — 
He oguy, a WeAbix Abe... 


Tepkun 6yaTo 651 pactepan, 
T'pycrHo ujypHtcs B OTOHb. 

~- A 651 Mor Te6a mpoBepnte, 
byab 6n1 3gecb y Hac TapMOHb. 


Bce Kpyrom: 

— Tapmoup waiigetca, 
Ectb y crapurero. 

— He Tpoup. 

— Urto He Tpoup? 

— Cmorpnu, mpocuertca... 
— Ilycrb npocuerca. 

— Ecrb rapmoup! 


Toabko B38 6oel Tpexpsaky, 
Cpasy BugHO: rapMOHKCT. 
Me Hawaay, JAA NOpAAKy 
Kunya maAbijbi CBEpXy BHHS. 


Vk MexaM ipumaa uyeKow, 
Crpor 4 BaxeH, xoTb He 6puT 
H mpo seuep Hag peKo1o 
SaBepHyA, 3aBeA HaB3pHIZ... 


> 


Tepkvu MOH MaxHyA pykKOW: 

— Aaguo. Moxemb,— rOBOpHT,— 
Ho ono Te6s, 6par, ry6ur: 
Parkectb Tepkuuy Helier. 


— Papxux Jepxu 6oapme aob6aTt,— 
Orseyaet Tepxun Tor. 
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“Say Foma then, if you want to; 
Either way, you've got your rhyme.” 


Mine exhaled a lazy lungful: 
“Tyorkin’s won a gong or two.” 


Then the other, coat flung open: 
“There! That good enough for you? 
Two of them. Tankbuster Tyorkin! 
You can take it straight from me, 
Not just one, but two tanks, comrade, 
And I bagged them personally.” 


Tyorkin seemed a shade distracted, 
Glumly gazed into the fire. 

“I could put you to the test, mate, 
If there was a squeege-box here.” 


Someone said: 

“The Sergeant-Major’s 

Got a squeege-box.” 

“Not that one!” 

“Why not?” 

“It'll wake him.” 

“Let it!” 

“Here! No sooner said than done!” 


When the soldier took the squeege-box, 
It was plain he knew his stuff. 

Up and down he ran his fingers 

Just to start the music off. 


Cheek pressed close against the bellows, 
Stubble-chinned, but grave of mien, 

He struck up a haunting ditty 

Of an evening river scene.... 


Tyorkin gestured his approval. 

“You can play alright, that’s clear. 

But there’s one thing you've slipped up on: 
That’s the colour of your hair.’ 


“But the girls go for the red-heads,” 
T’other Tyorkin intervened. 
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TepkuH CaM yxKe XOXxOUET, 
Cepatjem weApbim HageaeH. 
Vs He Tak yxe xaonouer 

3a ceOa,— 4To Tepkuu OH. 


UyTp o6ugHo, Ja npHAaTHo, 
4To Tako *Ke paAgOM C HUM. 
HenouatTHo, Ja 34HATHO 
Bcem pe6aTaM OcTaAbHBIM. 


Moasnut Tepxuu: 

— Cgeaai MHAOCcTS, 

ae ThI TepkHH HacoBceM. 
nyckaH OAHO@aMHAel, 

Byay 4... 


AChor: 

— S3auem?.. 

— Kro xe Tee 

— Hy u auxo!..— 

XOxOT, ilyM, Hepa36epnxa... 


Bcraa Kakoii-To crapmiuna 
Aja Kak KpHKHeET: 
— Twa! 


ro Bb TyT He pa3sGepere, 
He motmete mex co6oii? 

IIo ycrapy Kax gow pote 
Byaet npugan Tepxun csoit. 


CanmmHo Bcem? Tlopsgox sacen? 
*Kano6 ety? Hu ognoii? 
Pazon auc! 


Ysa coraacen 
C sTuM CTpOrMM CTapiiMHon. 
A 61, Moxer 6niTh, 1 B3BOJaM 
IIpugaa Tepxuna B APy3ba... 


Bnpouem, sce Tyr MuMoxogoM 
K pasropopy BcTaBua a. 
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Then my Tyorkin burst out laughing, 
Being of a generous mind, 

And to prove that he was Tyorkin 
Seeming rather less inclined. 


Partly rattled, partly tickled 

That he had a Number Two, 

And the others, though bewildered, 
Found the whole thing funny too. 


Tyorkin said: 

“Do us a favour. 

You be Tyorkin, friend, while I 
Simply stand down as your namesake.” 


Said the other Tyorkin: 
“Why?” 


“Which is Tyorkin?” 
“What a mess-up!” 
Uproar. Mirth. Nearly a riot. 


Then the Sergeant-Major stood up 
In their midst and bellowed: 
“Quiet! 


“What's the meaning of this muddle? 
What’s the point of all this row? 
Orders: every company shall 

Have a Tyorkin as from now. 


“Understood? Got the procedure? 
No complaints from all you men? 
Right. Dismiss!” 


I’m in agreement 
With that very strict S.-M. 
I'd give each platoon a Tyorkin, 
If I only had the say. 


This whole episode is merely 
Pure digression, by the way. 
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OT ABTOPA 


Ilo KoTopoH peake mAniTE,— 
Toi 4 CAaBylIky TBOpHTB... 


C nepspiix quelt roquuni rOpbKOH, 
B Ta.kKHH 4ac 3eMAH pod,HoH, 

He mytsa, Bacuanit Tepxun, 
Tloapy2kHaHcb Mul Cc TOboOr. 


Ho emje He 3HaA A, paso, 
Yro c mewaTHoro croa6ya 
Bcem pugeuisca TH 10 Hpapy, 
A WHBIM BOWJZeLIb B cepaua. 


Zjo BOHHE e4Ba B MOMHHeE 

BBA THI, Tepkun, na Pycu. 
TepkuxH? Kro taxoi? A untrue 
TepkHH — KTO TaKoii? — CIIpocn. | 


— Tepxkuu, kak xe! 
— 3uaem. 
— Aopor. 


— Hapenb cBoii, kak rosopar. 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


If the stream bears you along, 
Celebrate that stream in song.... 


From the first days of affliction 
In the homeland’s hour of grief, 
You and I, Vassili Tyorkin, 
Bosom friends became for life. 


But I never had a notion 

Just how famous you'd become, 
Or how everyone would like you 
And you'd win the hearts of some. 


Till the war burst on us, Tyorkin, 
You were hardly used to fame. 
Tyorkin? Who? But now say “Tyorkin”— 
Everybody knows the name. 


“Ah, yes, Tyorkin!” 

“Him ” 

“Great fellow!” 

“And one of the boys, what’s more!” 
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— Caosom, Tepxuu, Tor, KOTOpBIH 
Ha Botne auxonw coagar, 

Ha ryasHke rocTb He AMIUHHH, 

Ha pa6ore— xotp ky4a... 


JKaaAb, JaBHO e€FO HE CABIIIHO, 
MoxeT, 4TO xyqoe BBIMIAO? 
Moxer, c Tepkunnm G6ega? 


— He morao Toro cayyuteca. 
— He noxoxe. 

— Bpaxu. 

— Bagop... 


— Kak »e, ecau oveBngaya 
Tloagpo3va O4HH moep. 


B tom 600 AaexkaaH pagom, 
Tepxun 6yaro 681 mpusctaa, 
B ToT xe Mur ero CHapaAjOM 
bpone6oiHprm — nanosaa. 


— Her, cnapsg yaapua mumo. 
A CAbIXaAH Tak, 4TO MHHA... 


— Ilyan-aypa... 
— Ay Hac 
Tosopuan, aro pyrac. 


— Ilyas, 60m6a wav muna— 
Bce paBHo, He B TOM BOMpoc. 
A caoBa llepeg KOHUHHOH 
Ox Kakve mpousHec? 


— Tosopwa wacyer no6egst. 
Moa, snepeg. IIpumepno Tak... 


— Karb,—cxa3aa,—4tTo go o6e,a 
A yOurpii, HaTouyak. 

Hew3pecTuo, Moa, pe6ata, 
OrmpaBAAACh Ha TOT CBeT, 

Kak Tam, uTo: 6e3 arrectata 
I[pu3naioT Hac HAM HeT? 
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“In a word, Vassili Tyorkin 
Means a soldier brave in war, 
Welcome guest at any party, 
And at work, right on the the. 


“Haven't heard much of him lately. 
Something wrong? Things turn out badly? 
Did his luck change after all?” 


“No, it simply couldn’t happen.” 
ae not like him.” 

“Rubbish.” 

Wess.” 


“But su poss one of our drivers 
Gave a bloke a lift who says, 


“They were under fire together; 

Tyorkin half got up, and fell, 

Knocked out right where he was standing 
By an armour-piercing shell.” 


“No, the shell just overshot him. 
It’s a mortar bomb that got him.” 


“No, a bullet.” 
“Ah, but we 
Heard that it was just H.E.” 


“Mortar bomb, H.E. or bullet — 
Doesn’t matter anyway. 

But before he kicked the bucket, 
What last words did Tyorkin say?” 


“Spoke of victory. Cried: ‘Charge, men!’ 
Or that’s what they say he said....” 


“And: ‘A pity. Time for dinner, 
And I’m just as good as dead! 

It’s another world I’m bound for, 
Don’t know what it’s like, or where. 
If we haven’t got our papers, 

Will they recognise us there?” 
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— Het, uHoe mouemy-To 
Capimiaa paHeHbil Goel. 
Moaswa TepkuH B Ty MHHYTy: 
«MuHe —- KOHeL, BOMHE — KOHEL». 


Ecaw Tak, Torga He BepbTe, 
Pa3Be 53TO HEBAOMEK: 

He noapepxen Tepkun cMepTH, 
KoAb BOMHE HE BBIIIeA CpOK... 


Illyrku, CAyxH B 9TOM Ayxe 
ABTOPp CABINIMT HE BIeEpBoN. 
IIpapga npaBjou octaetca, 
A MoaBa ce6e— MOABOH. 


Het, Tosapuyu, repow, 
CroaAbKO AAMKY TpOTalyjus, 
BrIxO4uTb Telepb 43 CTpoa?— 
H3sunute! —Tepxun xs! 


2KuB-340pos. bogpeii, uem mpex Je. 
Ilomupatn? Hao6opor, 

Al B TaKOH TenMepb Hasex Je: 

OH MeHA TMepexKHBeT. 


Bce xygoe On H3BeEJaA, 
Ou TepsA posMMbEI Kpai 
VW oguy moaur6eceay 
Tlosropaa: 

— He yuurean! 


C nepsbix Ane rOqMHbI TOpLKoli 
Mup CAbIXaA CKBO3b [pO3HbIH rTpoM,— 
Tlopropsa Bacuauh Tepxun: 

— Weperepnum. Ilepetpem... 


HunoyeM TpyAbl HM MYKH, 
Topeup 6eqcTBHK uM ToTeps. 
A KOMy 2K€ KHHIH B pyKH, 
Kax ne Tepxuny Tenepp?! 


Paccyau-Ka, Apyr-Topapuy, 
TlocmoTpu-ka, re Tht BHOBb 
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“No, one of our wounded heard him, 
And he’s quite prepared to swear 
nce said as he lay dying: 

‘If I’m finished, so’s the war.”. 


“Don’t believe a word of it, then. 
Stands to reason. You can bet 
Tyorkin’s anything but done for 
If the war’s not over yet.” 


Rumours, anecdotes ... I’ve heard them 
Time and time again before. 

But the facts are still the facts, and 
Rumour’s rumour, nothing more. 


No, my friends. D’you think my hero, 
After going through such hell, 
Would give up the ghost? Not likely! 
Tyorkin is alive Fi well. 


He’s as full of beans as ever. 
Tyorkin cash his chips? Not he. 
And, in fact, I’m rather hoping 
That he’ll come to outlive me. 


For, despite his loss of homeland 
And the horrors that he’s known, 
His political advice has 

Been: 

“Don’t let them get you down!” 


From the first days of affliction, 

As the thunder filled the sky, 

All the world heard Tyorkin saying: 
“We'll scrape through. Yes, we'll get by.” 
Notwithstanding trials and troubles 

And much grief throughout the land, 
Who now, if not Vasya Tyorkin, 

Holds the final, winning hand? 


Just consider, friend and comrade, 
As you make the journey back, 
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Ha lIpuBaaax KalHy BapHillb, 
B AepeBHAX [pbI3elIb MOPKOBb. 


Cuosa Body MpHBeAocca 
V3 Kako uepnatb pexu! 
Tae cryaaT TBOW KOAECA, 
Tye crynaiwtT canoru! 


OrasHMCb, Kak BCTaA C paccBeTa 
Van HOoub HE CMaA, COAAAT, 

Bla HAb He OBIA 34€Cb ABa A€TAa, 
{ise 3HMbI TOMY Ha3aJ. 


Bca ona—ort IloamocKkosba 

VM or BoaxcKoro BepxOBbA 
Ajo Anenpa u 3aquenpospa— 
Baaab Ha 3allag CTOpoHa,— 
IIpex je oTgaHHan C KpOBbIO, 
KposBbl BHOBb BO3Bpalyjena. 


BHOBb OTHBIHE 9TO CBATO: 
Tae Hu cBeT, TO Halla xaTa, 
T'ae Hu AbIM, TO Hall KocTep, 
T'ae Hu CTyK, TO Hal ToNOp, 
UrTo Hu rpy3 H4eT ky4a-TO,— 
Hau MapuipyT “ Hal MoTop! 


Vs Taxywo-To Maxuny, 

Tae roun, rouu MallMHy — 
Ectb rae €xaTb BAaAb H BUD, 
On TellKOM, He BIOAOBHHYy, 
Beco mpomepua, 6orarsips. 


borartbipb He TOT, 4TO B CKa3Ke — 
Bes3a60THHM BeAMKaH, 

A B TlOXO4HOM 3anoacKe, 
Yeaowek NpOcTow 3aKBacKH, 

Uro 8 600 He 4yKA ONAaCKH, 
Koab He bau. A OH HE IIbAH. 


Ho noxyJa B340x B 3amace, 
TOAKy HeT 0 CMe€pTHOM ace. 
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In what village you munch carrot, 
In what place you bivouac. 


From what river you fetch water 

As you fetched it once before; 

Where again your boots go tramping, 
Where your wheels resound once more. 


Look around at daybreak, soldier, 
Whether you have slept or not. 
After two long years of absence 
Do you recognise the spot? 


All the way from Moscow region, 
From the Velga's upper reaches 
To the Dnieper an iend 

Far into the West —that land, 
Once so a) lost, 

We've won back at bloody cost. 


See once more these things we cherish: 
Where a light burns, it’s our cottage; 
Where there’s smoke, our campfire blazes; 
Where wood’s cut, our axe-blade flashes; 
Where a lorry hauls its load, 

It’s our engine and our road. 


Distances that, for a lorry, 

Mean a long and gruelling ride 
Over country far and wide— 

Our foot-slogging, doughty warrior 
Takes undaunted in his stride. 


Not the blithe and gay colossus . 
Of the folk-tale fantasies, 

But a simple, unpretentious 
Soldier, strapped in battle harness, 
And in action far from fearless 
When he’s sober — which he is. 


And, as long as he draws breath, 
He can have no thought of death. 
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B Mykax TBepg H B rope ropa, 
Tepkui MB H Becea, dept! 


IIpa3quuxk 6au30K, MaTb-Poccun, 
ObdepHu Ha 3allag BSTAAZ: 
Ajaaexo ymea Bacnanit, 

Baca Tepkun, Tao coagar. 


To cepbesHblii, TO NOTeMHEI, 
Humoyem, 4To Ao ab, YTO CHer,— 

B 60H, Bneped, B OroHb KPOMeLIKBIM 
OH HAeT, CBATOH u TpeniHBli, 
Pycckuli 4y4o-yeaoBek. 


Pa3HOCHCb, MOABA, II0 CBETY: 
O6baBuHAcs crappiii Apyr... 
— Hy-xa, x crety. 

— Hy-xa, scayx. 
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Staunch in trouble, proud in grief, 
Tyorkin’s full of hope and life! 


Soon you'll triumph, Mother Russia; 
Turn your gaze towards the West. 
He’s gone far, your son Vassili, 
Soldier of the very best. 


Sometimes merry, sometimes serious, 
Never heeding rains or snows, 
Human, yet in deed rodigious, 
With his faults and with his virtues, 
Into withering fire he goes. 


Yes, he’s back. The wide world over, 
Let the joyful news be heard. 

“Step up, Tyorkin!” 

“Say a word!” 
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AEA HW BABA 


Tperse aero. Tpetba ocens. 
‘TpeTba O3HMb 2K4eT BECHEI. 
O cBoux HeT-HeT H CIpocHM 
Vian scnomMHuM Cpe4b BOHHBI. 


BcnoMHuM C HaMH OTCTYNaBLIHX, 
BoeBaBuinx rod HAb ac, 

Ilapmux, 6e3 Becru nponmaBwnx, 

C keM BHJaAvcb MBI XOTB pas, 
IlpopoxaBimux, BHOBB BCTpeyaBLUIHXx 
Ham NonuTb BOgb NOAaBUINX, 
TloMOAMBIUIMXCH 3a Hac. 


> 


BcnomHuM Bbiory-3aBupyxy 
[Ipug@poutosot noaocnt, 

Xaty C 4eAom u crapyxoii, 
Tae Ham Apyr WHHUA 4Yacul. 


Mim 651 He 65100 H3HOCy 
Bupeab go 6ygymjen Boiun, 
Ho, kak BogutTca, 6e3 ciipocy 
CHAA MX HEMEL CO CTeHEI: 


THE OLD COUPLE 


Third year’s summer, third year’s winter, 
Seeds await the spring once more. 

Often we remember absent 

Comrades in the midst of war. 


Some of them retreated with us, 
Fought with us a year, an hour; 
Some fell, some were posted missing, 
Whom we’d met but once before; 
Some took leave of us and later 
Reappeared; some gave us water; 


Some gave us their heartfelt blessing.... 
We recall the swirling snowstorms 

Up there in the front-line zone, 

And the clock that Tyorkin mended 
For the two old folks at home. 


It would have survived the next war 
Needing no repair at all, 

But the Germans, uninvited, 

Took it down from off the wall, 
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To AM BelbiO AparoyeHHon 

Te kypaHTb MocuuTaa, 

To Ab pellIHA C HYXAbI BOCHHOM,— 
Kak-HHKak I[BeTHOH MeTAAA. 


laa 3uMa, BecHa M AETO. 
Hemel] *XHTb BEACA 2KHMBBIM. 
IAa BOwWHa AaAeKO Frge-TO 
Yepegcm rayxXuM CBOMM. 


VB TBOeH pogHMol peuke 
MbIACA HEMEL] THIAOBOH. 
Ha TBoeM cufea Kpblaecuke 
C HenoKpbITOH roAoBo;t. 


Vi kpyrom ero nopagxku, 

VU nemeyknit, 1puBo3sHor 

Ha cMOAeHCKOH y3KOH rpagke 
SeAeHeA CaAaT BeECHOH. 


VM xoqua cropouKon, 60KoM 
Tar 10 yAOUKEe CBOeH,— 
Y6eperca HeHapokKom, 

JKUTb HKMBU, AbIMWATb HE CMe;i. 


Tak w «MAH Jeg aa 6a6a 
Be3 uacos cBowx 4aBHo, 
Ms yxe cBeTHaocn caabo 
Ha nycrou crene maATHo... 


Ho co crpacThi0 Heu3MeHHOL 

flea cyana, PAAMA, Tagan 
KaMlaHHH BOeCHHOH, 

Kak B OTCTaBKe reHepaa. 

Ha gopoxKe Bo3Ae xaTbI 

KocTbiaeM CTapHK 4epTHA 

Oxpy2KeHba HM OxBaTHI, 

@AaHrMu, KAMHbA, peiiAbI B TBIA... 


— To x, 3a 4eM TaM OcTaHOBKa? — 
Cipocat awgu.—Cpox ue maa... 
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Maybe thinking it of value 
With its antiquated chimes, 
Or because they needed metal 
In those metal-hungry times. 


Winter passed, then spring, then summer, 
Life, death in captivity... 

With a muffled ing somewhere 
War continued on its way. 


In your native stream, the rearward 
German soldier washed his face, 
Rested on your porch, bareheaded, 
Just as if he owned the place. 


Round him, the New Order sprouted. 
On the little patch nearby 

Vegetables grew, transported 

All the way from Germany. 


Slinking down your village footpath, 
You've just managed to survive, 
Scared of talking, scared of breathing, 
Lucky that you're still alive. 


Our old couple had been living 
That way for two years and more, 
And the bare patch on the pinewood 
Gleamed less brightly than before... 


But with passion Grandad argued, 
pase and me time and again, 
ike a general in retirement, 
On the course of the campaign. 
Close beside his little cottage 
Grandpa often used to stand, 
Drawing pincers, arrows, wedges 
With his stick upon the ground. 


“Well, what are they waiting for, Dad?” 
Folk would ask. “Time’s passing by.” 
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Alea-coAgaT MOpraA HEAOBKO, 
Kauasa: 

— Ileperpynnuposxa...— 

VW TavHcTBeHHO B3AbIxaa. 


Y Awgeli ye yKpagKonw 
Harotose 651A ynpex, 
CaosyHo go6py Aoragky 
flea 10 cxynoctu Geper. 


CaosHo AyMaA MOgopoxe 
3alpocuTb C AYU *KMBOI. 

— flea, xorga *e? 

— fled, Hy 4TO xe? 

— Tage x on, gea, bygenuprit TBO? 


UV egpa Bonus NoryAku 
3aBOAMA BAaAH BOCTOK, 
Alea, He M€AAS HH MHHYTKH, 
O6baBHA, 4TO TpAHYyA CpoK. 


OtTaw4yaa ToTYAaC MO CAyXy 
I'poxor wamnx 6atapen. 
beraa, Tomaa: 

— Ajai uM ayxy! 

Ajai euje! Ao6asy! IIporpen! 


Ho cruxaaa KaHona,a, 
Iloryxaa 3apHuy noxap. 

— flea, Hy 4TO xe? 

— Aya» Hago, 

3aecbh He TAaBHBI 6BIA yAap. 


VW yxe Kazaaocb Aeay,— 
CaM xoOTeA TOTO HAb HeET,— 
Ilepea pcemu 3a nobeay 
AM4HO OH JepKan oTser. 


Mi, Tax cBow Kpyynny, 
ZJAM BCero Ha CBeETE OH 
VU yraapipaa puny, 
VW npwaympipaa pe3ou. 
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He’d look worried, hesitating, 
Clear his throat and say: 
“Regrouping....” 

And then heave a knowing sigh. 


But a nagging thought was growin 
At the aan of nce minds . 
That old Dad was being stingy 

In his reading of the signs. 


As if cheerful news might cost him 
Much more than he’d care to say. 
“Yes, but when, Dad?” 

“What d’you mean, Dad?” 
“Where's Budyonny, by the way?” 


If towards the East they heard the 
Distant music of the guns, 
Without any hesitation 

He’d declare: “Ah, here it comes!” 


He could tell our heavy batteries 

Just by listening to the sound, 

And he’d dance about in frenzy: 

“Smash ’em! Bash ’em! Grind em down!” 


But the barrage would grow silent 
And the skyglow fade away. 
“Now then what, Dad?” 

“Well, the Big Push : 

Wasn’t meant to come this way.” 


Though he’d never bargained for it, 
Dad began to feel that he 

Was in some way answerable 

For the final victory. 


So he hid his disappointment 

At the lack of better news, 

Thinking out the whys and wherefores, 
Aiways finding an excuse. 
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Ho xorga mopa Hacraaa, 
ZloArow AaHHbIM BBIMIeA CpoK, 
To BilepBble BOHH Crapbrit 
Huvero cka3aTb He MOT... 


Bce Tpexsorn, Bce 3a60THI 

Y atwoAel CAMAMCH B OAHY: 
Uro6 3a uac go Tol cBobogn 
He mocruraa CMepTb B MAeHy. 


* * * 


B HO4b, Kak BCe, CTapuk C *KeHOH 
Tloceawancb B AMe. 

A BowHa— He CTOpoHon, 

Her, Haq rOAOBaMH. 


Aopeaoch M04 cTapocts eT: 
Hu B nyTu, HH Joma, 

A y BxOga Ha TOT cBeT 
JK4aTb = YaCBI_ MIpHema. 


Tlog HakaToM “3 *Kepjen, 

Ha mere KapTOWKH, 

C y3eaKom, C ropmiKoM yraeii, 
C kypuueli B AyKomKe... 


Ae Bons! Mpomea covgat 
[leanti, HeBpequmpiii. 
Tlomagu ero, cHapad, 
B konomae pogumoii! 


IIpocsuctu nag roaosoit, 
Ho B6anu3n He nagaii, 
flame ecau TH Hu CBOi,— 
Bce paBHo He nago! 


Meako kpecTutca xena, 

Cam He CKpoemb Apoxu: 
Beab 2uBad CMepTb CTrpaiHa 
His coagaty Toxe. 


299 


-But, at last, when Zero Hour came 
On the long-awaited day, 

For the very first time, Grandpa 
Couldn’t think of what to say. 


All anxieties, all worries 
Came to one thing: not to die 
On the eve of liberation 
While still in captivity. 


*x* ke 


Night. Like all, the aged couple 
In their pit took cover, 

As the heavy stuff this time 
Flew directly over. 


In old age, not in their home, 
Not in comfort, even, 

Waiting in reception hours 
At the gates of heaven. 


Underneath a roof of poles, 
Sack of spuds for seating, 
Bundle, chicken in a skip, 
Pot of coals for heating... 


He’s a veteran of two wars, 
Neither maimed nor crippled. 
Shell, please try and spare his life 
In his native hemp field. 


Whistle safely overhead, 

But don’t land beside, him. 
Though you may be Russian-made, 
Even so, avoid him. 


Hastily she crossed herself, 
While he sat there, trembling. 
Soldiers fear a living death 
Too—no use dissembling. 
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Cruxuya rpoxor ornesoii 

C noanowu BIIEpBEIe. 
Bapyr—wmaru 3a Kononaed. 
— a MAYT... HEMBIE... 


Ilo Kapro@eabunim pagam 

K norpe6ymKe mpamo. 

— Hy, crapuk, He spiiitu Ham 
W3 roropow ampt. 


Ho crapuk BcTaeT, MAWeT 
Ilo-MyxkMIKM B pyky, 

3a TONOp—u Hallepeg: 
SacaOHMA CTapyxy. 


Tu6eab BepxHyi cBow, 

Kak TOT MHI HH ropek, 
Tlopemma sctpeyats B 6on, 
Aepxurt cao Tonopux. 


Bot mar“ y kpaa—cron! 
WW wa my6y rayxo 
Ocpmaetca oxon. 
O6mepaa crapyxa. 


Bce xe Bpoge Kak »XuBa,— 
Hare Mecto caato,— 
CasiliuT pycckne CAoBa: 
— JKutean, pe6ara?.. 


— Aerxu! Poguenpxue... Aerxn!..— 
YpOuMA TonopuK Jed. 

— Mb, oren, ene B pasBedke, 

Tex BCTpeyan, 4TO 6yayT Bcaeg. 


Ha nogoop opasi-pebsara, 

Moxogey 40 MOAOgUA. 
cTapmiouw y anmapata,— 

XOTb TH 4TO, 3HaKOM C AHA. 


— Saxypnts? Bepru, nanama— 
lea caautca, BhiTep ao6. 


SS eee ee 
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Only midnight brought an end 
To the heavy firing. 

Then, beyond the field of hemp, 
Someone's footsteps nearing... 


Over the potato patch, 

Straight towards the cellar.... 
“Well, we dug ourselves a tomb, 
No mistake, old feller!” 


But he stands, spits on his hands, 
Like a lusty ploughman; 

Takes the axe and bars the way, 
Shielding his old woman. 


Bitter though the end may be, 
He stays firm and steady, 

All prepared to meet his doom, 
Chopper at the ready. 


Footsteps on the edge. They stop. 
Down the dirt comes showering 
On her tattered winter coat. 

She half faints there, cowering. 


But she’s still alive somehow. 
“We did well to hide here.” 
Then they hear a Russian voice: 
“Anyone inside there?” 


“Why, they’re ours! My dear, dear boys!“ and 
Grandpa let his chopper fall. 

“Wait and meet the ones behind us. 

We're just on advance patrol.” 


Handpicked soldiers in this detail. 
Each a fighter to the core; 

And their senior with the handset... 
Seen that face somewhere before. 


“Want a smoke? Here, roll one, Grandpa.” 
Dad sat down, his knees gone weak. 
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— Hy, pe6sara, caacTbe Bame— 
Toaoc nogaan. A To 6... 


Vs crapmiovw emMy KHBaeT: 
— Husero. Ha Tom cTroum. 
Ha Boiine, oTrey, 6b1BaeT — 
IlonagaeT 10 CBOMM. 


— Touno tax.— WV tyr Oni aezy 
B caMbit pa3, TO NOKYpHTB, 

B cambii pa3 npogants Oeceay: 
Croapko *4aa! — [loropopuTs. 


Ho onm cilewiaT He B IlyTKy. 
Vi ewe He CHAACA ABIM... 

— Iloroau, orey, Munyrky, 
Ajai cnepsa ocBo6oauo... 


Moaogely emy TIpH 9TOM 
[loqmurnya AAA Kpacorhl, 
VW ero no BceM MpuMetTaM 
flea y3Haa: 

— Tak 9To *« Th! 


Apyr-3Hakomel], MacTep-yxapb, 
C keM cHgean y Croaa. 
Tlorasau ckopei, crapyxa! 
Y3Haelllb EO, OpAa? 


Ta Kak ee hal 
— CprHouer! 

Toay6ouex. Bor yx rocts. 
MoxeT, caAa Cbellib KYGRHEK, 
Boesaa, ycraa He6ocb: 


CMOTpHT OH, UIyTHHK TOT CaMBIit: 
— Saxycuts 6p cyea 3a 4ECT, 
Ho Begp uerty, 6a6xa, cana? 

— fla u HeT, a BCe HE ECTH... 


— 3Hagnt, yea, opea, WOKy Aa. 
— Hy, orey, He TOABKO eA’ 
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Wiped his brow. “You nearly had it. 
Just as well I heard you speak.” 


And the senior nodded at him. 
“Never mind. It works both ways. 
War is war, Dad. And you sometimes 
Knock your own men out these days.” 


“True enough.” All of a sudden 

Dad wants to prolong his smoke. 

Try and keep them chatting, somehow. 
Two long years! Must have a talk! 


But the time was really pressing. 

Hardly had the smoke dispersed... 
“Have some patience, Grandad; we must 
Do some liberating first.” 


And the senior winked and nodded 
In a way that Grandpa knew. 

He looked closer at the young man; 
Recognised him: 

“Why, it’s you! 


“It’s our friend, the master craftsman, 
And our guest of long ago. 

Quickly, wife, look closer at him! 
Don’t you recognise him now?” 


And she stared: 

“My goodness gracious! 

You, my son! Well, be our guest! 

Would you like some bacon? You've been 
Fighting, you must need a rest.” 


Said the senior, eyes a-twinkle: 
“Why, I'd be most honoured, Mum. 
But you must be out of bacon....” 
“Yes, but— well, we have got some.” 


“So, my boy, still in one piece, eh?” 
“More than that. When I left you 
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OrcTynaa CoOAgaT OTCWJa, 
A Teflepb, rasau, KTO 6yay,— 
Bpoge jake opuyep. 


— Oguuep? Tax-tax. [lonatuo,— 
flea KuBaeT TOAOBOK.— 

Hy, a ecau... Ha NONATHIN, 

To ONATb Kak pAAOBOH?.. 


— Her, oreu, 3abyAb. Orupine 
Hepy mmm Ipocrou 3aperT: 

Hu B 60AbuIOM, HH B MaAOM 4HMHE 
Ha NONATHBIM XOAy HeT. 


OrkaxK MHE B YeEPCTBOH KOpKe, 
Ilporonu rorga 3a ABepb. 

Oro a, Bacuaun Tepxun, 
Yosopw. UV rh yx Beps. 


— Za yx sepw! Kak noayume, 
Ha Kakou Tellepb MaHep: 
Tocnoguu, CKa3aTb, Lope 
Mab Tosapuy oduyep: 


— Crap rogamn, caa6 raa3aMu, 
VM, ogHako, TH, CTapHK, 

3a ABa roga c rocnogamMu 

K o6palyjeHHi0 NpHBHIK... 


flea — MAeBaTbCA, a CTapyxa, 
Ilognepmucb OAHOM pyKoH, 
UytTb CKAOHACh HM STY PyKy 
B3ABIIM 0A AOKOTb Apyroii, 
Bce cMoTpeaa, Kak Ha ChIHa 
CMOTPHT MaTb H3 yrOAKa. 


— 3axycu euje,— mpocuaa,— 
3akyCu, MOeuIb MOKA... 


VM crema, a Bce ® OTBEAaA, 
YrOCTHACH, KaK pOAHOH. 
Ta6aky orcpinaa Aeay 

VW npocruaca. 
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In retreat, I was a soldier. 
Now I’m back, I’m not just older— 
Look — I’ve got some stripes on too!” 


“NCO?” Dad nodded sagely. 
“Well, that’s sense eaeriele at least. 
Will they take ‘em off again, though, 
If you have to head back east?” 


“No, forget it! That’s all over, 
And I swear this solemn vow: 
No one, officer or ranker, 

Is retreating —as from now. 


“Give me never a crust of rye bread, 
Turn me from your door away. 

I, Vassili Tyorkin, swear it. 

Trust in every word I say.” 


“I believe you well and truly. 

How should I address you, though? 
Mister Ensign would it be, or 
Simply Comrade NCO?” 


“Old in years and weak of eyesight, 
And infirm though you may be, 

These two years have taught you how to 
Treat the master race, I see.” 


Grandpa spat. His wife, however, 
One hand propping up her chin, 
While the other gripped her elbow, 
Stared at Tyorkin; stared at him, 
As a mother from the corner 
Gazes at her favourite son. 


“Have a bite to eat,” she urged him. 
“Have a little bite— just one...” 


Pressed for time, he snatched a morsel, 
Seeming quite at home. Then he 
Shook some baccy out for Grandpa, 
Said goodbye. 
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— Cpa3b, 3a MHOK! — 

U yxe npotaa HemHOoro,— 
Mactep maMATAMB HM TYT,— 
Tepxun 6yaro 651 c nopora 
IIpo yacsr cnpocua: 

— Wayr? 


— Kak ne Tax! —u BHOBb Npwanna 
Ba6e KHHYTbCA B CAe3y. 


— byaer, 6a6xa! U3 Bepanua 
Zjpoe HOBBIX NpuBesy. 
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“Men, follow me!” 
Half-a-dozén paces later — 

No flies on his memory!— 
Tyorkin, as if in their doorway, 
Asked: 

“Clock working, by the way?” 


“No, it’s gone!” Another reason 
For the wife to shed a tear. 


“Don’t you cry. I'll bring two new ones 
From Berlin, Mum—never fear!” 


' y Y W yy Ay : 
, Le ~ , 
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HA JHEMPE 


3a pexow eme Yrpow, 

Uro octraaacb no3agu, 
Tenepaa cka3aa repow: 

— Ham c ro6o0w no nyu... 


Bor, Ka3aA0cb, MapHo cyacTse, 
Hacrynatb pacueT npsamoit: 
Co cBoelt rBapgelickow yacrbi0 
Ha Botne upuget gomoi. 


Ho e4pa Ab ye Moi Tepxun, 
JKU3HbIO TEPTHIM YAOBEK, 
IIpw AeBqoHKax Ha BeyepKe 
Tlompnmaaa kyputp «Ka36ex»... 


Bce xe C Kak AbIM Nepexogom, 

C Kak AbIM 4HeM, 4TO 6auxKe K Hell, 
Cropoua, orkyga poJom, 

Semaaky Opraa GoAbHel. 


YB myth, B ropayxe 60, 
Ha lpupane u BO CHE 


ON THE DNIEPER 


ust as soon as one fair river — 

he Ugra—behind them lay, 
Said the General to Tyorkin: 
“We're all heading back your way.” 


Now, this should have made him happy, 
For it was an ideal chance 

To go home with his Guards unit 

In the Army’s great advance. 


But my Tyorkin, seasoned soldier, 
Hardly thought this time how he 
Would produce Kazbeks and smoke them 
For the village girls to see. 


With each stage, each day that brought him 
Nearer to his home, he’d yearn 

With a deep and anguished longing 

For the place where he was born. 


Marching, fighting, bivouacking, 
Or in sleep —time and again 
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B HeM *KHAa CaMa CoboCrI0 
Peub K pOguMoH CTOpoHe: 


-— Marb-3eMan MOK pogHas, 
Cropona Moa Aecuaa, 
IIlpuanenposcxui orauit Kpait, 
SApaBcrByi, chia puBedaii! 


3ApaBcrByli, WecTpaa ocwHKa, 

PanHeii ocewu Kpaca, 

3apascrByii, Eabua, 34pascrByH, Panuyxa, 
3ApancrByi, peaka Ayseca... 


Marb-3eMAA MOA poguas, 
A TBOW H3BeEAaA BAACTH, 
Kak Ayuia Mon 60AbHaA 

Ysagaau x Te6e psBaaacp! 


Al 3arHyA TaKoro KpwoKy, 
AL mpomea Taky Aaab, 
Vi sudan Taky0 Myky, 
Vi rakyo 3Haa nmeaanp! 


MatTb-3eMAA MO# podHaa, 
ZJbIMHBIM JeqoBcKuH GoAbuak, 
Al po TO He BCTIOMMHaD, 

He xBaawch, a TOABKO Tak!.. 


A uay K Te6e c BocToka, 

Al TOT CaMBIi, He MHOH. 

TI B3rAAHH, B3AOXHK ray60xKo, 
BcrpeTbca HaHOBO CO MHOi. 


MarTb-3eMAA MOA podHas, 
Paqu pagocTHoro AHA 

Tal MpocrH, 3a YTO— He 3HaW, 
TOAbKO TH Hpoctu Meual.. 


Tax B nyTH, B ropayxe 60a, 
B cyete xaonorT # BCTpe4 

B HeM 2%KHAa Cama Cobo1I0 
Ora NeCHA HAM peu. 
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He would find himself repeating 
Like a lyrical refrain: 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 

Land of woods and dreaming forest, 
Dnieper where I used to roam, 

Give your son a welcome home! 


Greetings, dappled, quivering aspen; 
Autumn’s pride and joy you are. 
Greetings, Yelnya, greetings, Glinka,* 
Greetings, River Luchesa.... 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 
How I felt your magic sway! 
How my heart, forever pining, 
Yearned for you from far away! 


Devious was the road I followed; 
I’ve come back the long way home. 
I have seen such pain and suffering, 
And such sorrow have I known. 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 
Dusty road my fathers knew — 
No, I'll say no more about it; 
I’m not boasting, but it’s true! 


From the east am I returning; 
I’ve not changed, I’m just the same. 
Gaze upon me, sighing deeply; 
Welcome me back home again. 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 
Think of that most joyful day, 
And forgive me— why, I know not, 
But forgive me anyway. 


Marching, fighting, meeting others, 
On fatigues —time and again 
He would find himself repeating 
This half-lyrical refrain. 
* The Russian composer Glinka (1804-185 7) was born in the 


village of Novospasskoye near Yelnya, Smolensk Gubernia.— 
IRE A : 
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Ho sotina—ei Bce e€AHHO, 
Bce— xopoumme Kpas: 

Yro Kapxa3, aro Yxpanna, 
Uro CmMoaenmjuHa TBOS. 


Uepe3 peku 4 peuoHKH, 

Ilo MocTaM, M BIAaBb, HW BOpoOd, 
MumMo, MHMO TOM CTOpOHKH 
Ilfaa quBM3uA Breped. 


A aeBee TOH MOpon, 
PaHHeH OCeHbIO CyXOH, 
3aHMMaA CeAO Tepor 
Tewepaa coscem Apyroit... 


@MponT NOAHEA, KaK MOAOBOAbE, 
Burupb u Baadb. K Anenpy, k AHenpy 
Kou WAM, IpOcA NOBOABA, 

Kak C AOporn KO ABOpy. 


VM 8 nian, px6o oT nora, 
@MpoHTOBOH CMEAACH AW: 
XOpomo WseT Mexora, 

Pa3 KoAeca OTCTANOT. 


Hunoyem, 4To ycrapaan 

Ilo nytu K 6oAbmIOH peKe 
Tak, 4TO AOKKy Ha IpHBare 
He Morau JepxKaTb B pyke. 


BHOBb CHAbBHBI CBATBIM TOpbIBOM, 
Wau Breped CBouM nyTem, 

Co crpadqaAbyecKH-C4aCTAMBBIM, 
Or >Kappi OTKPBITbIM PTOM. 


Caena Halim, CiipaBa Hawn, 

He orctrarb 6b1 Ha xoay. 

— Hemey kyxuu c Temaoh Kamen 
Broponsax 3a6biA B cay. 


— Ilognepets ero ga B pony 
— Sansa GOeper, cykuu cpH! 
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War itself draws no distinctions. 
Every single land is fair, 

Whether Caucasus, Ukraine, or 
That Smolensk of yours out there. 


Crossing streams and crossing rivers, 
Fording, bridging, day by day 

Your division, pushing onwards, 
Never even went your way. 


Further south, in early autumn 
As the leaves began to fall, 
Tyorkin’s village was recaptured 
By some other general.... 


Far and wide the front spread outwards 
Like a river in full spate. 

Horses trotted to the Dnieper 

As if to their farmyard gate. 


And up front the men were laughing, 
Faces sweat-and-dust-begrimed. 
Yes, the infantry make progress 
Once the transport falls behind. 


And they never minded being 
So exhausted by their trek 

To the river, they could hardly 
Hold their spoons on bivouac. 


Strengthened by new hope and purpose, 
They pushed on their stubborn way, 
Mouths agape with joy and suffering, 
And the blistering heat of day. 


On the left hand, on the right hand — 
Our troops, all. Keep on the move! 
“Jerry’s fled some orchard, left the 
Porridge cooking on the stove.” 


“Chuck him straight into the river!” 
“Can't. He’s on the bank — dug in.” 
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— Tosopart, yx sansa c xoay 
Haceaenuuit nyHKt bepaunu... 


3oaoToe Gabbe AeTo 

Octapaaa 3a co6oii, 

Iau policka—u BApyr c paccpeta 
Hactynma AHemposckuit 60%... 


Moxer 6nITb, B HHEIE FOE, 
Ounuyaa pycaa pex, 

Bce, 4TO CkpbIAH 9TH BOABI, 
BHOBb yBHAUT 4eAOBeK. 


O6napyxXuT B HAaX COHHEIX, 
Mspaeyet u3 pai6peii Mrant, 
Kak cTBoAB Ay6oB MopeHBIX, 
Opy4HHHbIe CTBOABI; 


ene TaHK C H€ME€IKHM B Mape, 
TO HalIAMH OHH KOHeL, 
Mf o60nx noaymapuit 

Craap, pe3HHy MW CBHHeL; 


XAaM BOMHbI— NOHTOHA AHMIe, 

Tpoc, o60pBanHnniii B necke, 
Tonop 6e3 Tonopuma, 

4To callep Aepxan B pyke. 


Moxer 6niTb, ky4a Kak nyuye 

Mi 06 stom ronope 

Cxaxet KTO-HHO6y4b B rpazyuyett 
Tpomkou necue 0 AHenpe; 


O crpage H€H MOBEPHOi 
Kposb MaMATHOrO AHA. 


Ho o yem-HKO6yap, HaBepHo, 
OH He CKaxKeT 3a MCHA. 


Ilycrh He MuHe euje c 3agaueit 
bs1ao caagutp. He Gea. 
B 4em-To 4 ero 60rage,— 
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“I’ve heard he’s consolidating 
In some village called Berlin.” 


Indian summer’s gold behind them, 
Still the troops pushed on their way. 
Then the Battle of the Dnieper 
Broke before the dawn one day. 


At some later time, it may be, 
Dredging in the river mud, 

Men will once again set eyes on 
What was swallowed by the flood; 


Dragging from the fishy darkness, 
From the drowsy ooze .and slime, 
Black San baeeale like fumed oak-logs; 
Finding, after all this time, 


Two great tanks in final deadlock 

Where they clashed — one ours, one theirs; 
Bits of steel and lead and rubber, 
Fragments of both hemispheres; 


War’s old junk—a pontoon bottom, 
Snapped-off hawser in the sand, 
Ass the head of some old chopper 
Wielded by a sapper’s hand. 


And some poet of the future, 
Singing of that very axe 

In his epic of the Dnieper, 
May give what my story lacks, 


Telling of the bloody harvest 
Reaped that memorable day. 


But there’s one thing he can never 
Claim on my behalf, I'd say. 


If I haven’t done full justice 
To my subject, that’s no crime. 
My advantage 1s that I was 
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A cryaa B TOT cAeg ropaunii. 
A tam Opa. A KA Toraa... 


Ecau C rpy30M MHOTOTOHHBIM 
Orctalt rpy30BuKn, 

VM korga-To MOCT NOHTOHHDILi 
Ae6epetca go pexu,— 


Iloq orHeM He *xKJeT NexoTa, 
YcraBpHon Aepacb cTaTbn, 
3a TapoM HAYT BopoTa; 
Aocxu, 6pesHa—s3a aaabu. 


K noun 6yayT nepenpasnr, 
B cpok NMOAHHMMYTCA MOCTH, 
A pe6stam 6eper npaspiii 
Cxecwa Ha BOA KyCTHI. 


Iloanasipait, xBataii 3a TpuBy, 

Caosno go6poro Kona. 

Tlepegnnmka nog o6 pprBoM 
3aljHTa OT OTHA. 


He 6ega, 4To c THMHACTeEpKH, 
Co Bcero pyabem Tevet... 
Touno tax Bacnanit Tepxun 
M scrynna ua Geper tor. 


Ha sape TyMaH KyAAaThiii, 
CnytTaB AbIMBI HM ABIMKH, 

B 6eperax cnoasaa Kyaa-TOo, 
Kak peka moBepx pexu. 


Mf emje B pasrape 60s, 
Hptnye, Moxer 6niTb, BOT-BOT, 
Bmecte c 6eperom, C 3eMaelo 
byaert 8 Boay c6pomen B3B0,. 


Brpouem, Bcakoe npuBeraHo,— 
Cpok BodHbI, YTO KH3HH BeK. 
Or sactraBsl norpann4Hoii 

Ajo Mockssi-pexu croaw4nolt 
V1 o6patno— croanxo pex! 
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Hot upon the army’s traces; 
I was present at the time.... 


Though the lorries haven't come yet 
With their urgent, heavy load, 

And the pontoon bridge is held up 
Somewhere back along the road, 


Soldiers under fire don’t tarry, 
Orders must be carried out. 

Farm-gates go to make a ferry. 
Logs and planks will make ot 


There'll be crossings come the night-time, 
And the bridges will be thrown. 
Meanwhile, there are friendly bushes 

On the right bank reaching down. 


Swim across to them and grab them, 
As you’d clutch a horse’s mane. 
Sheltered by the cliff from gunfire, 
Rest and get your wind again. 


Doesn’t matter if your Army 
Tunic’s dripping wet and dank. 
That's the way that Vasya Tyorkin’s 
Made it to the other bank. 


And the shagey mist at sunrise 
Mingling with the smoke, is seen 
River-like above the river 

Crawling off somewhere downstream. 


Now the battle nears crescendo 
And it seems about to blow 
Men and earth into the river 
Almost any moment now. 


War can seem to last a lifetime, 
And you soon pick up the knack. 
Just how many rivers are there 
From the outpost on the frontier 
Up to the Moskva and back! 
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Bot yxe 6o0ey, nocaequuit 
BpraesaeT Ha ecoK 

Ui ayer cyxapb Hemegaa, 
Tloromy—sB /jHenpe Hamox. 


Moxppiit caM, WypwuT uITaHaMn. 
Huuero! — Ha To gecanr. 

— Hacrynaem. JHenp 3a namu, 
A, ToBapuly AeiiTeHaHT?.. 


boii rpemea 3a nepempasy, 

A BHH3y, lOxKHEEe 4yTh— 
Hemupi c AeBoro Ha MpaBEiii, - 
3amo34aB, JepxKaau IlyTb. 


Ho yae He pa3MHHyTECA, 

tee CTporo roBopuT: 

— Ilycrb Ha AeBom B mAeH CaaloTca, 
3aecb NOKa MpHeM 3aKpHiT. 


A Ha A€BOM C xoay, C xoay 
Tlogocnesmme mTHKH ; 
Vix TOAKaAH B BOAY, B BOAY, 
A Boda ce6e Texu... 


MW ene Mex Geperamu 
bes pas6opy, nayrag 
BomOsr cpaw nomMoraau 
3arOHATh, CTEAHTh Hakar. 


Ho ye u3 norpe6ymex, 

M3 kycTos, Aecubix. 6epaor 
Ilea Hapod— pogunie Ayu — 
Ilo o60"unHaM AOpor... 


K uta6y Ha 6eper BoctoaHstit 
ITaeaca crexKon, croponoit 
Hekuit nemey 6ecnopToqnEi, 
Becean wapog 4ectTHoii. 


— C nepenpasni? 
— C nepenpasui. 
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Now here comes the last man crawling 
Out onto the sandy strip, 

Gulping down a hurried biscuit 
Sodden from the river trip. 


And he’s wet, his breeches squelching. 
That’s assault! He doesn’t care! 

“Well, we’ve got that job behind us. 
True, eh, Comrade Officer?” 


As the river battle thundered, 

Some late German troops were seen 
Heading from left bank to right bank 
Slightly southwards, just downstream. 


No, they mustn’t cross each other! 
ie! muttered, looking grim: 
“Round them all up on the left bank. 
We're not taking any in.” 


And our bayonets, pressing onwards 
Over on the other side, 

Herded Fritz into the water. 

Run you soft, sweet river tide....: 


Bomb-loads falling on the river 

Here, there, everywhere, on spec, 
Helped the driving of the bridge piles 
And the laying of the deck. 


And from cellars, bushes, forest 
Caves where they had fled to hide, 
Came the people, Russian people, 
Down the roads on either side. 


And, towards east bank Headquarters, 
Keeping clear, one German went, 
Caught alive without his trousers, 

To the general merriment. 


“From the crossing?” 
“From the crossing. 
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TOAbKO-TOABKO H3 AHETIpa. 

— JlaaBaa, 3Ha4uuT? 

— J]aapaa, AbABOA, 
Tloromy — puulaa Kapa... 

— Cpitpm, uept! 

UncronopoJubin. 

— B meu cient, Kak Ha IIpHBaa... 


Ho yxe aw6umel B3BOAHBIM — 
Tepkui, B WyTKH He BCTpeBaa. 
OH KypHaA, CMOTpeA HECTporo, 
ZlyMou 3aHATHIM cBoen. 

3a CIMHOH ero AOpora 

Muoro pa3 6n1aa AAMHHER. 

VW smoauaa OH HE B OO Ze, 

He Komy-Hu6yJb B yupeK,— 
IIpocro, 6oAbuie 3HaA H BHAEA, 
Tlorepsa u y6eper... 


— Marb-3eMaa MOA pognaa, 
Bca CMOAeHCKaA podHaA, 

Tht IpocTu, 3a YTO— He 3Hab, 
TOAbKO TbI IpocTH MeHs! 

He B maeny Te6sA *%KeCTOKOM, 
Ilo gopore @pontoson, 

A B pO4HOM TBIAy ray6oKom 
OctapaseT TepkuH TBO. 
Munya cpok rogMubl roppKou, 
He sBopoTutca nasa. 


— UTo xX THI, Uae Bacuanit Tepxun, 
Ilaauelb Bpode?.. 
— Buunosat... 
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From the Dnieper like a shot!” 
“Swimming, was he?” 

“Yes, the devil — 

Found things getting far too hot!” 
“Fat!” 

“Pure bred. And off to prison 
Like it was a health resort...” 


But the unit’s favourite, Tyorkin, 

Didn’t try to join the sport, 

Watching without condemnation, 
Smoking, wholly lost in thought; 

For the road that lay behind him 

Was much longer now by far. 

But his silence meant no rancour 

Or resentment that he bore — 

No, it meant he’d learned and witnessed, 
Lost and salvaged that much more.... 


Motherland, of all the fairest, 

Dear Smolensk, once more I say, 
Please forgive me— why, I know not, 
But forgive me anyway. 

Tyorkin leaves you, not to cruel 
Thraldom near the front somewhere; 
No, he leaves you now in safety 

Far back in the Russian rear. 

It’s all over now. The bitter 

Years of strife are at an end. 


“What’s this then, Vassili Tyorkin... 
Weeping, are you?” 
“Sorry, irieod.... 
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TIPO COAAATA-CHPOTY 


Hpinye peun o bepanue. 
Ilyrku npowb,— nogai bepaun. 
VW AaBHo yx He B TMOMHHE, 
Cxaxem, ApesHuit ropog Kaun. 


VW wa Ogepe eapa au 
BcnoMHAT AaxKe CTapHKH, 
Kak noaroga c 6010 6paan 
Haceaewuniit nyHKT bopxu. 


A nog Temu 104 bopkamu 
KaxkAbIH KaMe€Hb, KaxKAbIM KOA 
Ha Tp *%KH3HH BAaACA B MaMATb 
Ham C COAJaTOM-3@EMAAKOM. 


Bala 3eEMAAK He CTap, He MOAOJ, 
Ha spolue c Toro *e AHA 

Vis raxow xe ObIA BeCeABIH, 
Hanogo6ue Mens. 


IlpHxogvaocb NapHw Apanatp, 
boappi Ayx scerga Seper, 


THE BEREAVED SOLDIER 


Now Berlin’s the only topic. 

Yes, that’s true. Next stop Berlin! 
It’s. a long time since we thought of, 
Say, the ancient town of Klin. 


Even old men by the Oder 
May not easily recall 

How the capture of Borki took 
Six months’ fighting, all in all. 


Yet each stone, each wooden fence-post 
Near that village of Borki, 

Ever haunts the memory of my 

Fellow countryman and me. 


He joined up the day that I did. 
He was neither young nor old; 
In a way, much like yours truly, 
Cheerfully inclined, and bold. 


When the laddie had to beat it, 
Not discouraged in the least: 
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Hosropsa: «Bneped, Ha 3amag», 
IIpoaBuraach Ha BOCTOK. 


Mex ay poumM, pH orxogze, 
Kak CgaBaau ropoga, 

boapme Bpoge ObIA OH B MOJE, 
Boapmle CAaBMACA TOTJa. 


VU mo crpannoctu, 65rBaao, 
OgHomy emy mover, 

Tak 4To gaxe reHepaanl 
Baran 6ygro Onl He B cueT. 


Cpok “HO, HHBIe AaTH. 
Pa3qeaeH M3qpeBae Tpyd: 
Topoga cAaioT CoAgaTul, 
Tenepaabt ux 6epyr. 


B o6ujem, 6urtsiit, TepTbIM, *KEHbIL 
PaHowH MeveHHbI ABOHHOI, 

B copox mepBom oKpyxkenHbiii, 

Ilo 3emae o8 Wea pogHoit. 


> 


Ilea coAgaT, Kak ULAM A4pyrue, 
B Hev3BeCTHBIe KpaK: 

«Y4To Tam, rge ona, Poccua, 
Ilo kako py6ex cBos?..» 


VB MAeHy CeMblO KMAaa, 
3a BOHHOM crema cKOpeii, 
UTo On AyMaa, He rasa, 
“TO OH HEC B Ayule CBoel. 


Ho kaka HM MOpOKa, 

IIpapaa npapgou, aoxbw0 AOK. 
Orcrymaan MbI 40 cpoxa, 
Orctymaau MBI gaaeKo, 

Ho scerga TBepguan: 

— pean 


VW Tenepb B3rasHyTs Ha 3anag 
Or croauupi. Kpait poguoi! 
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“To the west!” he kept on saying, 
While he headed for the east. 


By the way, as we retreated, 

And as town fell after town, 

He was much more in the fashion, 
He was. far, far better known. 


Strange, but the respect and honour 
That we held him in was such 
That the generals even didn’t 
Seem to count for very much. 


Labour always was divided 

Since the earliest of wars. 

Only troops surrender cities, 
Generals capture them, of course! 


So in Forty One, encircled, 
Bothered a double wound, 
Badly knocked about and battered, 
He retreated from home ground, 


Marching, like the other soldiers, 

Into lands that no one knew. 

“What’s ahead? Where are you, Russia? 
How much is there left of you?” 


As he left his folks defenceless, 
Hurrying in the train of war, 
What he thought, I can’t imagine, 
Or what secret grief he bore. 


But, however great the muddle, 
False is false and true is true. 
To a certain point we beat it, 
Deep into the rear retreated. 
But repeated: 

“This won't do!” 


Now look west from Moscow city. 
It’s our land again—yes, all! 
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He wa myrky 651 on 3aneprT 
3a 2*KeAe€3HOI CTeHOH. 


HW 40 maaoro ceaeHba 

Ta u3 MAeHa cCTopoHa 

He no nyyabemy BeaeHbio 
Bxosb CNOAHa BO3Bpaliena, 


Ilo Beaeubio Hauleli CHAH, 

Fyeneee co6cTBeHHOL cBOeH. 
y-Ka, rae ona, Poccua, 

Y Kakux rpemut ABepeii! 


Mi, uapexu cOus oxorty 

B Apaky Ae3Tb Ha CBO aBOcE, 

Bpar ee — kakoii 10 cuety!— 
aA HHYKOM H AalIBI BpO3b. 


Had kako croanyeit KpyTo 
B3aMbila TBO @Aar, OTUM3Ha-MaTDb! 
TlogoxaemtTe 40 canta, 

Yro6sI B TOYHOCTH CKa3aTb. 


Cpok uHou, uHBIe aaTHI. 

paB4a, HOWIa HE AeErKa... 
Ho npogoaxum po coagata, 
Kak Cka3aAH, 3EMAHKa. 


Zjom poaHod, xena An, gzeTH, 
Bpat, cecrpa, orety HAb MaTb 
Y TeOa BOT ecTb Ha CBeTe,— 
Ectb ky4a MHCbMO MOCAaTB. 


A y Hallero coagata— 
Aapecatom 6eanrii cper. 
Kpome paguo, pe6sta, 
BAu3KHXx POACTBEHHHKOB HeT. 


Ha semae Bcero gopoxe, 
Koab HMeelib po 3amac 
TO OKHO, Ky4a TEI CMOxKEIIb 
Hloctyyataca B HeKnit 4ac. 
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And to think that it was locked up 
Fast behind an iron wall! 


All, down to the tiniest hamlet, 
Is at long, long last set free, 
By no freak of fate delivered 
Out of dire captivity, 


But by spirit, plain and simple, 
Russian spirit, solely ours. 

Now just look! Where is she, Russia, 
Thundering at what alien doors? 


Cured, at last, for once and always 
Of the would-be conqueror’s lust, 

See the foe—and not the first one!— 
Sprawling face-down in the dust. 


Over what great city, Russia, 
Shall your ag triumphant soar? 
Wait until the victory salvoes, 
And we'll tell you then for sure. 


Times, they change, and so do places. 
True, the load’s a heavy one.... 

In the meantime, we'll continue 

With the story we’ve begun. 


If you have a home, wife, children, 
Brother, sister — you're all right. 

Then at least you know there’s someone 
Waiting for each word you write. 


But not so our fellow soldier; 
All the world’s his addressee. 
Radio excepted, brothers, 
No near relatives has he. 


Nothing in this world’s more precious 
Than to rest safe and secure 
Knowing there’s a certain window 
You can tap at any hour. 
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Ha noxoge 3a rpannyen, 
B uyxegqaAbHou cropoue, 
Ax, Kak 6bepexHo XpaHUTCA 
Boab-MeuTa 0 TOM OKHe! 


A y Hallero coagaTa,— 
XOTb Cetuac BOHE OTboli,— 
Hw oxKourka HeT, HH xaTHI, 
Hu xo3aku, XOTb xeHaTHIIt, 
Hy cpinka, a 651A, pe6aTa,— 
Pucopaa 4oma c Tpy6oit... 


Iloq CmMoaewckom Hactynaan. 
Bummaa oTabix. Moi 3emaaK 
O6paruaca Ha mpuBare 

K KoMaHgupy: Tak w TaK,— 


Oray4nteca paspemute, 

Ajeckatb, cayyait 4oporoi, 

Moa, MOcKOABKy MECTHBIM %KUTEAD, 
Ao aBopa—nogarp pyxoii. 


Pa3pemlaloT B Mepy Cpoxa... 

ee M3BECTHBIM JO KyCcTa. 
O TAAAMT —He Ta Aopora, 

Mectuocts 6yaro 651 He Ta. 


Bor u saropse, Bor u peuka, 
Tayu, OypbaH coagaty B pocr, 
Ala wa croA6uKe gouyeuKa, 
Moa, 4epesua Kpacusri Mocr. 


VM Hauaucs, 4To 6bIAM oKUBEI, 

Vf ckaxu emy cnpocra 

Bce no MpaBde, 4TO CAYKUMBHI — 
Ajocropepuniii cupota. 


Y goweukn wa pa3Buake, 
Cusp MHAOTKY, Halll COAAaT 
Ilocrosa, kak Ha MOrHAKe, 
Hi nopa emy nasag. 
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Far away across the border 

All throughout the long campaign, 
Oh, how you recall that window, 
With what tenderness and pain! 


But our luckless fellow soldier, 

Near the finish of the war, 

Has no window, has no cottage, 

Has no housewife, though he’s married, 
Has no son, although there was one— 
Houses, chimney stacks he’d draw.... 


Near Smolensk we’d been advancing. 
As it happened, things were slack. 
So he went to his commander 

While we were on bivouac. 


“Putting in for leave of absence. 
Me, I’m local. Chance to go, 

See my folks, visit my place there... 
Like to call and say hello.” 


Granted. He must not stay long, though... 


He knows every bush and tree, 
But the road looks somehow different; 
Things aren’t what they used to be. 


There’s the hill, and there’s the river; 
Weeds so tall you could get lost, 

And a board nailed up as signpost 
To his village: Krasny Most. 


Then he chanced on some survivors, 
And they told him honestly 

Without empty words or phrases 
That he’d lost his family. 


At the signpost by the junction, 
As if mourning at a ae 
Forage cap in hand, he lingered 
Till at last he had to leave. 
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UH, nogBopse noxuaas, 

3a BOMHOK cnema cKopeit, 
UTo oun AYMaa, He ragan, 
ro on HEC B Ayule cBoeit... 


Ho, 6e340muHbIi 4 6e3po4Hniit, 
Bopotusinucs B 6aTaabon, 
Ea coAgaT cBoii cyl XOAOAHBI 
Tlocae Bcex, H MAaKaa OH. 


Ha xpaw cyxoit KaHasur, 

C roppkoii, geTcKoii ApoO*KbW pta, 
Tlaakaa, cvaa C AOKKOL B mpaBoi, 
C xae6om B AeBoiit,— cupora. 


IIaakaa, Momer 6nITh, 0 CBIHe, 
O xKeHe, 0 4eM HHO, 

O ce6e, 4ro 3HaA: OTHEIHE 
T[AakaTb HeKOMy 0 HeM. 


Aloaxex 6b1A COAAaT HB rope 

3aKyCuTb u OTAOXHyTB, 

Tloromy, APy3bA, 4TO BCKOpe 
aA €fO Aaaekuit nyt. 


Ajo seman copercxoii Kpan 
Illea Tor nyTs B BoitHe, B Tpydae. 


A Botina nomtaa tTakan— 
KyxHu c3aqu, yepT ux rae! 


Hosa6ygems 1 MpO TOAOg 

3a xopoumiew BoHoli. 

Ulyrku, aro an, cyTkKH — ropoa, 
AlBoe cyrox — o6aacTuoit. 


Cpok unHoii, nopa wHas — 
bei, roun, nepeHumal. 
Beaopyccua pognaa, 

Ykpanna 30A0TAA, 
Sapancrsyii, mean, u mpowait. 
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As he turned and left his homestead, 
Hurrying in the train of war, 

What he thought, I can’t imagine, 
Or what secret grief he bore.... 


Back again with his battalion, 
Homeless and bereaved, alone, 
There he ate his cold soup, weeping 
After all the rest had gone, — 


By a dried-up ditch, lips trembling, 

As if he were just a child, 

Spoon in one hand, bread in the other, 
All alone in this wide world. 


sie for his son, it may be, 
For his wife, or in the grim 

Knowledge that henceforth there could be 
No one left to weep for him. 


Even in his grief, my soldier 

Needs must sleep and snatch some rest, 
With a long, long march before him 
Far into the unknown west. 


Toil and battle lay between him 
And the Soviet frontier. 


What a crazy war—field kitchens 
Missing somewhere in the rear! 


Still, you can forget you’re hungry 
When the war goes well for you. 
Country market town in one day, 
And the city reached in two. 


Times, they change, and so do places. 
Strike, chase, intercept the foe. 
Byelorussia’s lakes and forests, 

Fair Ukraine of golden harvests — 
Hail, farewell, and on we go! 
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Hosa6ygemb u npo xaxAy, 
Tloromy 4TO MHBO [ber 

Ha BOWHE OTHIOAb HE KaxKABIM 
Tot, uTo 6paA NMBHOH 3aBOg. 


Tak-TO C xOay AM, He C xoy, 
Cocrynms c pogHoii 3eMan, 
IlorpanuuHpix pesek Bogzy 
Mbp c 60amu Tepeman. 


Cuet cBegeH, HgeT paciaata 
Ha cpety, HauMcrToTy. 

Ho 3aKoH4uMM po coagata, 
IIpo Toro #e cHpoTy. 


lage On HblHue Ha MOBepky. 
MoxetT, maa B 6010 Kako, 

C MeaKow Haamuchlo daHepKy 
3aHECAO CBIPBIM CHEKKOM. 


Viau cuopa 651A OH paHeH, 
OTAOXHYA, KaK AOAT BEAMT, 

M1 onarb wa noae Opanu 
Bmecte c Hamu 6paa Tuap3ur? 


VW, Poccuo noxugan, 

3a BOHHOK cnema cKopeii, 
UrTo on AyMaa, He ragaw, 
Uro oH HEC B Aye cBoeH. 


Moxer, 34ecb euje 6e340MHeL 

Hi OoabHeh ayme xuBOH, 

Tak AW, HET,— AOAXKHBI MbI WOMHUTB 
O ero caese CBATOH. 


Ecau 6 Ty cae3y pykamu 

V3 Poccun gzopeaocn 

Ha HeMe€UKHH STOT KaMeHb 
Aouectu,— npoxraa 6 HacKBO3b. 


CueT Beak, “eT pactaata. 
YW 3a tow 6oapmoi crpagou 
He sa6yaemrte, pebara, 
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And you must forget you’re thirsty 
Though the beer is going free. 

Time won’t even wait for those who’ve 
Occupied a brewery. 


Sometimes quickly, sometimes slowly, 
Leaving Russia in our rear, 

Fighting all the way, we forded 
Streams and brooks on the frontier. 


Now we've added up our losses 
And the-world can see the score 
Being settled. But to go back 

To our friend bereaved by war.... 


Where he is, there’s no real telling. 
Was he killed not long ago? 

’ Has a piece of lettered plywood 
Vanished under sifting snow? 


Or was he a third time wounded 
And laid up till he was fit? 

Was he on the field of battle 
‘With us when we took Tilsit? 


And as he was leaving Russia, 
Hurrying in the train of war, 
What he thought, I can’t imagine, 
Or what secret grief he bore. 


Or, more sick at heart than ever, 
Does he wish that he were dead? 
Either way, we should: remember 
All those tear tears he shed. 


If one tear drop could be carried 
Out of Russia— only one— 

It would burn its way like acid 
Even through that German stone. 


Great the score that’s being settled, 
But, though harsh the cost we bore, 
Bear in mind the burden shouldered 
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BcnoMHMM K CyeTY po coasata, 
UTo octaaca CHpoToH. 


[poser cuet, crpamina paciaata 
3a MHABOHBI Ayill H TEA. 
YnAaTH—H ACAO CBATO, 

Ho sygo6apoxk 3a CoaAgatTa, 

UTo B BOHHE OCHpoTea. 


JjaAaekoO AH AO Bepauua, 

He canta, maraH, CMOoAH,— 
BaBoe Me€HbIIe NOAOBHHBI 
Tow qoporn, ato ot Kanna, 
Or Mockss ye Mpoman. 


LleHb HAeT 3a HOUbIO CAeAOM, 
TloapejeM DITHKOM aepTy. 

Ho u B CBeTAHH geHb nobeaN 
BcnomuuM, Opatuypi, 3a 6ecesoii 
IIpo coagata-cupoty... 
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Bravely by our friend, the soldier 
Rendered homeless by the war. 


Grim the score and dread the vengeance, 
For those millions dead and gone. 

Settle up—the cause is came 

But add extra for our comrade 

Whom the war left all alone. 


Is Berlin so far away now? 
ue keep moving, fag in mouth.... 
carce a quarter of the distance 
That you’ve marched from Klin, for instance, 
Or from Moscow further south. 


Day must follow night. Our bayonets 
Soon shall demarcate the line. 

Come the day of celebration, 

We'll recall in conversation 

That unhappy friend of mine 
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TiO AOPOTE HA BEPAHH 


Ilo gopore na bepaun 
Bbetca cepbii Tyx NepHH. 


II[posoga yMOAKUIMX AMHHH, 
BeTKM BbIMOKUIMe AMI 

Ilyx nepwH NOBMA, Kak He, 
Ilo 60ptaM MauIMH HaAMT. 


Vi Koaeca mymeK, KyXOHb 

T'px3b MW CHEr MellaloT C TyXxOM. 
AOHKMTCA Ha WIHHEAb 

C myxoM MOKpasi METEAD... 


Cky4HBIM KAHMAaT 3arpaHHuHBIH, 

Uyx Abid Kpali KpacHOKHpmMyHbIn, 
O BOMHa CaMa COOoH, ~~ 

Vs 3eMAA APOXKHT NPHBEIMHO, 

XpycTKHH wje6eHb “epenHuHEli 

-OTpaxas C KpbII AOAON... 


Mars-Poccua, MbI MOACBeTa 
Y TBOHX MpOWAN KOAEC, 


THE ROAD TO BERLIN 


All along the motorway, 
Feathers flying, thick and grey. 


Sticking to the telegraph cables 
And the boughs of dripping limes, 
Forming on the sides of lorries 
Like a coat of winter rime. 


Wheels of guns and kitchens grinding, 
Mud and snow with feathers blending... 
Rain and sleet all mixed with fluff, 
Greatcoats smothered in the stuff.... 


Foreign clime so miserable, 
Redbrick land interminable; 

But war’s old familiar sound 
Makes the earth, as usual, tremble, 
And the brittle roof-tiles tumble 
Crashing to the sodden ground.... 


Mother Russia, at your wheels we’ve 
Trudged across a emisphere, 
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Ilo3aqu ocTaBuB rJe-To 
Pek TBOMX pa3AOAbHBIM MAEC. 


Zjoaro-goaro 3a 06030M 

B kpat 4yxKOH TAHYACH BCAeY 
bean Bet TBOeH Gbepe3Ei 
VB nyTH comea Ha HET. 


C Boaroi, c apepHewo Mocxsorw 
Kak TbI HbIHYe JaAeKa. 

Mex ay Hamu u TObOW — 

Tp He HallMx A3bIKa. 


Tlosquuii eHub BCTaeT He pyccKHii 
Haq HeMHAOH CTOpOHo;t. 
Yepennynpml webeHs XPYyCTKHH 
MokueT B Aye NO CTeHOH. 


Bcway HagnHcu, OTMeTEH, 
CrpeAKH, BBIBECKH, 3Ha4KH, 
Koabla MpOBOAOYHO CeTKH, 
aropodku, ABepubI, KAeTKH — 
Bce HapOuHO JAA TOCKH... 


Martb-3eMAd poguas Halla, 
B guu 6egbi 4 B AHH NObeg 
Her te6s cBeTaei m Kpame 
UV xeaaHHel cepguy HeT. 


Tlompimaaa 0 CoAgaTCKOH 
Henpegckasannoii cyab6e, 
Ajaxe Aeub B MorMaAe OpatcKoii 
Ayule, KaxeTca, B Tebe. 


A sBcero MHAeH JO A4omy, 

Ao Te6x aouTH *KMBOMY, 
3aABUTbCH B TE Kpaa: 

— 3apascrsyi, poauna mos! 


Bown Ts0n, cAyra Hapoda, 
C 4ecThw MOKET JOAOKUTS: 
Boesaa 4eruipe roa, 
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And we’ve left your mighty rolling 
Rivers far behind somewhere. 


Following the transport convoys 

Trailed your birch-trees, gleaming white, 
Deep into this alien country, 

Dwindling until lost from sight. 


Far away now, with your Volga 
And the Kremlin’s ancient towers, 
You are separated from us 

By three languages not ours. 


It’s no Russian day, late dawning 
On this land that never smiles. 

By the wall, steeped in a puddle 
Lie the brittle, shattered tiles. 


Warning notices, inscriptions, 
Arrows, signposts everywhere; 
Chicken netting, prohibitions, 
Fences, cages, Bik s. restrictions — 
All conducive to despair. 


Motherland, in days of triumph 

Or in times of trouble dire, 

None’s more bright, more fair than you are, 
Nearer.to the heart’s desire. 


There’s no telling what the soldier’s 
Destiny will lead him to: 

Even if a grave fraternal, 

Let it be at least with you. 


But still better—to arrive 
All in one piece and alive, 
Saying on his safe return: 
“Greetings, land where I was born!” 


And your soldier, people’s servant, 
May report, conscience at ease, 
That he’s had four years’ campaigning, 
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BopoTHaAcsa 43 1oxoga 
Vs Tenepb keAaeT KUT. 


Ou HCNOAHHA JOAT BO CAaBy 
boepsix TBOMX 3HaMeH. 

KTo euje HMeeT paBo 

Tax aw6utTp Te6a, Kak on! 


leu 4 HOU B 608x CMeHAA, 
B Mecay, wialmku He CHMMAadA, 
Bou TBO, 3allj\MTHHK-ChIH, 
Illea, cnemmma k Te6e, poguan, 
Ilo gopore na bepauu... 


Ilo gopore HemuHy4en 

Ilyx nepwu Kay6utca Tyyei. 
Topogos ropeanii AoM 
IlaxHeT naAeHbiM MepoM. 


VU nog rpoxoT KaHoHaAbl 

Ha Bocrox, 43 MAb H cMpa/a, 
Kak 43 a4OBbIX BOpOT, 

Baoab mrocce TeyeT Hapod. 


IlorpaceHHblii, omaAeHHbIi, - 
Bcex KpoBeli, pa3HOmAeMeHHBIn, 
Toppkui, BbIOuHDIN, New Ard... 
Ha BocTtoK— o4HH MaplpyT. 


Ha BOcTOK, CKBO3b AbIM H KONOTS 
3 ogHou TIOphMBI rayxoi 

Ilo gomam uget Espona. 

Ilyx nepuu Hag Hen Nyproi. 
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Vi wa pyccxoro coagata_—, 
bpar @panuy3, 6puraney 6par, 
bpat n0AaK mw BCe Nogpag 

C apyx6oK 6ygTo BuHOBaTOH, 
Ho cepgeaqHow rangat. 


Ha 6e3BecTHoM nepeKpectkKe 
Ha Kakoli-To BcrpeqHpri Mar— 


341 


Hardly grumbling or complaining, 
And he wants ine in peace. 


To the glory of your colours 

He has rendered honour due. 

Who, then, has more right than he has 
To bestow his love on you? 


Days and nights in battle spending, 
Hat on head for weeks unending, 
Your defender, warrior son, 

Has been hurrying to greet you 
Down the long road to Berlin.... 


All along that road fly swirling 
Clouds of feathers, dancing, whirling-. 
And the rubble in each town 

Reeks of burning fluff and down. 


Eastward, while the big guns boom, 
Out of dismal murk and gloom 
As from Hell’s gates, people crowd 
Streaming down along the road; 


Of all races and extractions, 
Grimy, driven to distraction, 
Bitter, burdened, and on foot, 
Heading east —their only route. 


Heading east, through soot and smoke-clouds, 
From one prison dungeon fled, 

Europe is dispersing homewards. 

Storm of feathers overhead. 


Brother Briton, Brother Frenchman, 
Brother Pole, and all the rest 

Seem to look towards the Russian 
Almost as if with contrition, 

But in open friendliness. 


Brief encounter at some crossroads — 
No one knows exactly where — 
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Camu THHyTCA K IpHyecKe 
Pykw JeByllleK HeEMBIX. 


Vi of Tex peyeit, yani6ox 
3aAUT KpackoH CaM CoAgaT: 
Bot Espona, a cnacu60 
Bcé no-pyccku rosopar. 


OH croutT, ocpo6oguTeas, 

Ha6ox manka co 3Be340H. 

A, MOA, 4TO 2K, TOMO4B AlOOHTEAL, 
A HacueT Toro HpocToH. 

Moa, Takaa cayx6a Haina, 
IIpounm aaraM He B ympek... 


— Di, a TH ky4a, Mamaia? 
— A Tyga *,— Aomoii, cbrHOK. 


B uyxuue, B yTH Aaaeye, 

B necrpom cOopume aiwaAcKom 
Bapyr CAOBa pOduMoi peu, 
BaOxa B my6e, c nocomKom. 


Crapocr Bpoge, 4a He Apaxaocts 
B Ty KOTOMKy BIpsKena. 
Ilo-4opoxkHomy Kpect-Hakpect 
Bca mAaTKoM OnaeTena. 


Ilosqoposaaacb ui BcTaaa, 
Semanky-6oituy mo, crats, 
Alepepeuckaa, npoctasn 
Hata Tpyxennija-matp. 


Matb CBATOH H3BeqHOL CHABI, 
V3 OesBectubix Matepeii, 

Uro B Tpyze H€H3HOCHMBI, 

M sb aw6oii Gege cBoeii; 


Yro cyab6on, MOBTOpeHHOH 
Ha 3emae cro pa3 mogpaa, 

VW pactat B vjw6Bu 6eccoHHoH, 
Vi repstor nac, coagat; 


SS 
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And the girls, though shy of speaking, 
Lift their hands to pat their hair. 


At each friendly word of greeting, 
Our boy blushes like a rose. 

This is Europe, but spasibo 

Is a word all Europe knows. 


There he stands, the liberator, 
Hat, with star, somewhat askew: 
“Glad to help in times of trouble, 
Glad to lend a hand to you. 
No reflections on the Allies, 
Just the service we lay ORs...” 


“Where d’you think you're going, then, Mar” 
“That way. Home, of course, my son!” 


In the milling throng of people 
Deep inside that alien land, 


It’s a Russian woman speaking, 
Well wrapped up, with staff in hand. 


Old, perhaps, but not decrepit; 
Harnessed in a shoulder pack; 
For the rigours of the journey, 
Shawl tied crossways, front and back. 


Up she gets with words of greeting, 
And our men look on with pride— 
Just an ordinary woman 

From the Russian countryside. 


Full of life, indomitable, 

One of all the nameless mums 
Tireless in their work, undaunted 
By whatever trouble comes. 


She who, down the generations, 
Has done what she can, and more, 
Sacrificing all to rear us, 

Losing us in time of war. 
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MM xuByT, 4 pyK He cAoxar, 

He coMKHyT CBoux oueili, 

Koab Hy2KHbI ele, 65TH MOXKET, 
BuykaM BMECTO CBIHOBeEM. 


MatTb ogHa B uyx6uHe rze-To! 
— Ajaaexo an Zo ABOpa? 

— flo aBopa? J[Bopa-ro HeTY, 
A cama u3-3a JHempa... 


Cro, pe6ata, He rogutca, 
Uro6s stak c mocomKom 

Iva aomot 13-3a TpaHHUbl 
MatTb coagaTckan neurKomM. 


Her, podHas, 10 NOpsaKy 
Ajai HaM geaath, He Memait. 
Tleppo-nanepso Aomaaky 
C noanoit cOpyeii noayyait. 


Tloayyaii 9kunuposky, 

Horn KoBpuKom yxpoit. 

A ene Tebe KoposK 

Bmecte c NpHAaHHOoH OBIOL. 


B HYTb-AOpory qaHHUK C KpyxXKoii 
Aja BegzepxKo mipo 3anac, 

fla Me€pHHKy, 4a NOA,yIuKy,— 
Hemuy B TaroctTh, HaM Kak pas... 


— Hu x yemy. Kyaa, poAHbBie?— 
A pe6sTa— Hyx gn HeT — 
BoaokyT ach cTeHHBIE 

VY Beayt Beaocuned. 


— iy mpoujai. Cuactauspo exarph!— 
UTo-To CHAMTCA CKa3aTB 

Vs 3aKalasaach oT cMexa, 

Toaosou Kauaer math. 


— Kak xe, AeTKH, NyTb He Gan3Kuit, 
Bapyr 3agepmxar rae Mena: 
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Never resting for a minute, 

Kept awake from dusk till dawn, 

{pe in case their grandsons need them, 
et alone the sons they’ve borne! 


Stranded in a foreign country! 
“Where’s your home, Mum? Is it far?” 
“Me, I’m from beyond the Dnieper, 
But my home is there no more.” 


“Hold it, fellers! This won’t do, now— 
Soldier’s mother, staff in hand, 
Leaving like this on the homeward 
Journey from a foreign land. 


“No, you needn't interfere, Ma! 

We can fix you up real good. 

First of all, you take this horse here, 
Harnessed ready for the road. 


“Next, you'll need some gear and tackle. 
This here travelling rug should do, 

And this cow— might come in handy — 
And — seconded — one small ewe. 


“Mug and teapot for the journey, 
And a pail, so don’t complain! 
Here’s a mattress, here’s a pillow: 
Fritz’s loss can be our gain....” 


“Boys! I don’t need all that luggage! 
What would I want those things for?” 


But they're eee her a wall-clock, 
And a bicycle, whats more! 


“Cheerio, Ma! Pleasant journey!” 
Then she tries to speak, instead 
Nearly chokes herself with laseuiee 
And again she shakes her head. 


“It’s a vn long way I’m going. 
They could stop me suddenly. 
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Hu 3anucku, au pacnucku 
He ume Ha KOHA. 


— Ts 06 3ToM He mewaanca, 
Tloe3xaii aa noe3xKait, 

Uro kacaeTca HayaAbcTBa,— 

Csoli y Bcex nepeguuit Kpait. 


Tloe3sxavi, xaTu, 4T6 c rOpKH, 

A cayautca 4TO-HHOyAb, 

To ckaxku, HE m03a6y Ab: 

Moa, cHaOana Bacuanit Tepkuy,— 
Mi re6e cpo6ogeu nyt». 


byjem xupbl, B 3agHenposbe 
3aBepHeM Ha HMporu. 


— lat rocnoapb tebe 3A0POBba 
Mi or nyau c6epern... 


Ajaaeko, AOAKHO 6EITH, rye-TO 
Eqet upinye 6a6xa 97a, 
IIpasur, wyputcs or caes. 
Mc 6oxos goporu y3xoit, 

Ha 3emae ene He pycckoH — 
Beant Ber POAHBIX Gepes. 


AX, Kak pagocTHo u 60AbHO 
Budetb ux B Kpalo nHoM!.. 


Tlorpanwunsiit noctr KOHTPOADHBI, 
IIponyctu ee c konem! . 
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What about the horse? No permit; 
Got no paper signed on me!” 


“Don’t you fret about that permit. 
Just keep going. Just press on. 
Never mind about the Army — 
They've got problems of their own. 


“Just you keep old Dobbin walking, 
And no harm 'll come to you. 

Don’t forget —the thing to do 

Is to say Vassili Tyorkin 

Fixed you up—and you'll get through! 


“All being well down by the Dnieper 
We'll drop in for pies one day.” 


“May God grant you health and safety, 
May no bullet come your way....” 


Blinking back her tears, the old lady 
Is well on her way, maybe, 

Riding on. To left and right 

Of the narrow roadway, rustling 

In this land that’s not yet Russian — 
Dear old birch-trees, shining white! 


Oh, how bitter-sweet to see them 
In a land that isn’t yours!... 


Guards on duty at the checkpoint, 
Let her through—complete with horse! 
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B BAHE 


Ha okoanye BOHHH — 

B ray6une Tepmannn— 
Baya! Oro tam CanayHnt 
C ocraabniimu Gansu! 


Ha uyx6unHe orauii zom— 
bana watypaabHas. 

Ilo nopsaky nosegem 
Hamly peyb noxsaabnyn. 


Zjom Au, 34M0K, BCce paBHo, 
Zleao 6e306MaHHoe: 
Banuniit nap 3aHec oKHO 
Tleaenott TyMaHHoW. 


Cryabs rpadcxne croat 
Baoab creHbl B npeq6aHHuKe. 
CHaAA NOAuITaHHUKH CcoAgar, 
Ajoxypua 6e3 naHuKn. 


Aoxypua, py6axy c maey 
‘Tamjut 4epes roaosy. 


THE BATHS 


Deep in war-swept Germany, 
Russian baths—oh, brothers!— 
You can keep your Sanduny” 
Same as any others! 


Genuine bath-house— home from home, 
Here in foreign places. 

Let us therefore with one voice 

Duly sing its praises. 


Home or castle— it’s all one; 

No deceit, that’s certain: 
Bath-house window hid by steam 
As if by a curtain. 


And His Excellency’s chairs 

Wait the soldier’s saa 

Now he takes his drawers off, re 
Smokes his fag at leisure. 


Vest comes next, over his head, 
Up from off his shoulders. 

* A reference to the famous Sandunovsky Baths in 
Moscow.— Tr. 
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IIpo coagata B 6aHe pewb,— 
Tlorasqum Ha roaoro. 


Heppicox, Ja rpy4b Briepey 
VB KocTu HagemeH. 
Teaom 6ea,— KOTOpHI rog 
Saropaa B ogexe.. 


VM xotp net cetiyac Ha HeM 
MopMeHuHEIX peraani, 

4TO 3HaKOM COAJaT C OrHeM, 
Cpasy 6 yragaan. 


Tloqusuaucn Opi cupocra, 
UToO oOcTaaca WeAbIM. 
IIpuneyatana 3Be34a 

Ha »uBOoM, Ha Geaom. 


Heposua, 3aTo KpacnHa, 
Bnpamb 0g craTp Harpae, 
Ilycrb He cnepequ ona,— 
Ha aonarKe c3aan. 


C roaoBni AO HOF Me€ABKOM 
Ocmorpets araera: 

Tam euje py6eu ‘CTpy¥KoM, 
TaM wuHan Meta. 


3HakH, TOUHO MMCbMeHa 
IlaMaTHot crpanuupl. 
Tyr w Eabua, u Jfecua, 
Vi pera cTopoHa 

B crpoxy c sarpanuyeii. 


CTOABKO BepCcT H CTOABKO Bex, 
He sa6sirb uuyn. 

Ho pa3aeaca 4eaosek, 

‘Tak ugeT B TapHyw. 


Ow HAeT, HO Kak mgeT, 
ITpocaequm croponxKoi: 
Tak crynaet, TOUHO AeA 
log Horamu ToHKui; 
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Now let’s have a look at him, 
Our stark-naked soldier. 


Medium height but chest well out; 
oie clean uprightness 
By four years in uniform 
Tanned to lily-whiteness. 


And, although by now he’s shed 
All his me regalia, 

Still, with action you can tell 
He’s not unfamiliar. 


And you'll simply be amazed 
That he could survive, it— 
On the naked skin, a Star 
Flaming bright and livid, 


Like a medal that he’s won, 
And he always wears it, 

Only it’s his shoulder-blade, 
Not his chest, that bears it. 


Quickly, then, from top to toe 
Look our athlete over. 

Here’s a scar shaped like a pod, 
And here’s yet another. 


Like a hieroglyph, each scar 

Tells a different atk 

See them — Yelnya, the Desna 
And his home ground, next to far 
Alien territory. 


What each mile he marched was like, 
He needs no reminding. 

To the steam room now he goes, 
Leaves his clothes behind him. 


In he walks, but how he walks, 
Watch with due discretion: 
As if treading on thin ice, 
Seems the right expression... 


Joa 


ByaTo AeaaeT C Tpysom 

ar—W HelIpeMeHHO: 
— Yx, TH! —KpaKaeT, IPHTOM 
Il]yputca 6aaxKeHHO. 


Tosop, maeck, Beceablit Tya, 
Kanlau C MOTHBIX CBOAOB... 
Uyjer, pykH MpoTanys, 
IIpemage nap, uem Body. 


Ilap 604aeT B MOTOAOK. 
Hy-ka, c xogy Ha moaor! 


B *W3HH MHpHOH MAM OpaHHon, 
Y aw6oro pybexa, 

baarogapHbl Aacke OaHHOH 
Hare Teao u Ayia. 


Huuero, uTo Ta npupogsoii 
- Campi pycckuii 4eaoBer, 
A 6epemb Aaa 6aHM Bosy 
V3 uyxux, AaAeKHX pexk. 


Muoro xyxe JA 340poBEa, 
IIo 3uMe AM, MO BeCcHe, 
Bosae peyex TlogmMockosba 
Mpitbca B Gane Ha BOHHE. 


— Hy-ka Th, NcKOBCKOH, eAxeyyKnH 
Van elye Kako 3eMAAK, 
SauepiHu BOAbI HEMEl|KO 

Ala, yBaxkb, MAeCHHM YepmaK. 


He »xaaew, ao6aBp Ha lieHHHT, 
A Tefepb MOraaguTb UIBBI 
Ajalite, XAonubI, pyccKHH BeHHK, 
Zjaxke ecau on c AntBoi. 


Yectb HW CAaBa NOMMOXo3y, 
CuapsxxaBiemy 0603, 

ro copercxyw 6epesy 
Ax 3a Kenurc6epr 3ases. 


SOS 


It’s an effort, every step, 

As he enters, mincing. 
“Ouch!” he yelps at every step, 
Rapturously wincing. 


Chatter, splashing, cheerful din; 
Drips drop from the ceiling... 
Not for water, but for steam, 
Hands outstretched, he’s feeling. 


Billowing steam-clouds butt the roof. 
On your shelf, lad—that’s the stuff! 


Whether peace or war is reigning, 
At whatever frontier line, 

Soul and body love the comforts 
Of a bath at any time. | 


What’s it matter, though you may be 
Russian to the very core— 
Distant alien river waters 

For a bath you'll gladly draw. 


They’re less healthy for your system 

In the winter or the spring — 

Baths beside the streams round Moscow 
When the war is in full swing. 


Now, then, you from Pskov, or Yelnya, 
Or wherever it may be, 

Fill the scoop with German water, 
Mind you splash it liberally! 


One more pfennig-worth this way, please, 
And to iron the seams out, man, 

Use that Russian birch-switch even 
Though it’s Lithuanian. 


To the thoughtful Quartermaster 

Who brought from beyond and through 
Konigsberg, those Russian switches — 
Render praise and honour due! 
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DU, CAaBAHE, 4TO C reyes 
C Alona, c Boaru, c pTpiuia, 
3aHHuMaii BBICOTHI B 6aHe, 
3akpenmasiica He cnema! 


Ao Toro, Apy3ba, OTAMHHO 
‘TaK-TO BCAaCTb, HE TOPOTACE, 
IJapuTb BeHHKOM MpHBEIYHEIM 
SarpanMaHE MOT uv rpa3p. 


Ilap wa caaBy, MoaogeyKnit, 
Moxptim 4ockam TOpsayo. 
Hy-ka, rge THI, Apyr eaeykui, 
Kup rBapJevcxyo ene! 


Kuub ele, 2 MBI OCBOHM 
C npexuet aaueit 3a0ano. 
Bor Tenepb cnacu6o, BouH, 
Orgprxait. Tereps — oxo! 


Kro He nae NOATOTOBKH, 
Toro c mMoay Ha MOAOK 

He BcTAHYTb uM Ha BepeBKe,— 
Pa3B€ TOABKO Yepe3 G6A0K. 


Tyr aw6on CTapHk AjoOuTeAb, 
CyHbCA TOABKO, Kak HH pbaH, 
boabure aByx MHHYT He KHTEAb, 
A W *XHTeAB— He POaHuTeAb, 
Tlotomy He gact ceman. 


Her, kyaa, Ky4a, Kyga Tam, 

XOTb KOMY, KOMY, KOMYy 

bpatsca naputsca c coagatom,— 
—_ 4epTy CaMoMy. 


Ilyctb o8 xMAOBAaTHI llapeHb, 
fla Takumu BPA AW OH, 

Kak CoAgaT, *kapamu *KapeH 
M Moposamu meyen. 


Ilycrb on, 8 o6uem, TEpTbI MaaAbiit, 
XOTb NOHATHO, YepTa Her, 
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Hey you, Slavs all, from the Volga, 
The Kuban, Don and Irtysh — 
Occupy the bath-house heights and 
Get dug in. You needn’t rush! 


It’s the height of joy and pleasure 
When you're free to take your time 
Purging with the good old birch-twigs 
Foreign sweat and foreign grime. 


Clouds of steam in goodly measure, 
And the dripping planks are hot. 

Now then, fae of mine from Yelnya, 
Send us up another lot! 


Give us more, and we can take it 
With the lot you sent before! 

That’s the ticket! Thank you, soldier. 
Have a rest. No need for more. 


He who hasn’t had our training 
Won’ climb easily up here. 

Since a rope will hardly help him, 
Better get some hoisting gear. 


If some connoisseur and expert 
Drops in—hardy though he be— 
He won't stick it out, or rather 

If he does, he’ll be no father, 
He'll be seedless presently! 


No, it’s useless, useless, useless 
For a stranger in this place 
Vying with a soldier: even 
Satan couldn’t stand the pace! 


He won't have been, like our soldier, 
(Though he may be pei most) 
Fried in many a summer heatwave, 
Baked in many a winter frost. 


There’s no Satan, naturally; 
But, although our guest is tough, 
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fa nogu cwda, nowmaayH, 
Tak y3Haellb, rae TOT CBeT. 


Ha noaxké, NOAKé, 4TO TeCaH 
Mactepamu Ha BOHHe, 
XOAUT BEHMK 7*KaPKHM YECOM 
Ilo MaAHHOBOM CIIMHe. 


UeaoBek MoeT ¥ CTOHET, 
IIpocur: 

— Tyme uarnetait.— 
CroueT, CTOHeT, a He AOHAT: 


— Aja! Aan! Aan! Aan! 


He gomapursca B OxoTy, 

B mepy Teaa gan botya— 
Bce paBHo, TO HeMIja C XOAy 
He gogeaaTb JO Kona. 


Her, TecHu ero, yro6 BcKope 
OnpoKHHyTb HaB3HHYb B MOpeE, 
A KOTOpBi Ha 3eMAe — 
VicToOAo4b 2KHBbEM B «KOTAe>. 


H 3a Bclo BOMHy BHepBEe — 
Hemua HeT nepeg Tobon. 
B uectb no6eqh orHeBle 
I'panyt caegom 3a Mocxsoit. 


I'paneT 3aam MHOroroaocsnii, 
3araymiai DyM BOAHEI. 

VM nomiaw crBOAnI, KOAeCa 
Ha apyro kovey BowHHI. 


C necuel TpOHYAMCbh KOAOHHBI 
He B nocaegHui au noxog? 
VU aagonni 3anmblaeHHont 

Cam coAdaT CAe3y yrper. 


KTO-TO CBHCTHET, [TMKHET KTO-TO, 

le pacTaeT, KaK AbIMOK. 
BowHa— He Ta pa6ora, 

Ecau 1pa34Huk HEgaaek. 
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Let him try it here—he'll find out 
Just where Hell is soon enough! 


On the bunk, rough-hewn by wartime 
alt with a amas knack, 

ee the birch-twigs fiercely flicking. 
Up and down the purple back. 


And the victim, howling, moaning, 
Never ceases to implore: 

“Harder! Harder!” Then, unsated: 
“More! More! Moret More!” 


Not to get a thorough steaming 
Till his body’s had enough, 

Is like harassing the Germans 
Without finishing them off! 


No, let’s press him hard, till he 
Tumbles Na into the sea. 
Roast the ones that still survive 
In their jerry-pots alive. 


It’s the first time that you haven't 
Found the Germans in your way. 
After Moscow, hear the fireworks 
Thunder out for victory. 


Hear the salvo’s many voices 

Drowning out the ocean’s roar. 

Yes, our wheels and guns have travelled 
To the far end of the war. 


Now the columns move off, singing; 
One more push before the end: 
And the soldier rubs a tear off 
With a grimy, dusty hand. 


Someone’s whistling, someone’s whooping; 
Misery melts like smoke in air. 

War’s a very different story 

With the celebrations near. 
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VU sotina—ue ta pa6ora, 
AcHO Aake mpocTaky, 

Ecau lo Tpw camoaeta 

B noMOMb NpHAaHo UITHIKy. 


Vi ue Te Kak 6ygro AogH, 

Vs Bo BceMm HHaA CTaTb, 

EcAM TaHKOB H Opygui— 
Crepx Toro, 4To Herge cTaTb. 


Cuaa cuae Joka3aaa: 

Cuaa cuAe — He poBHa. 

EcTb MeTaAA MpouHel MeTaAaa, 
EcTb Oroub CTpallHeii orus! 


bewt Bbepanny y 3actaBut 
Cyaueri aac yacht MocwsHl... 


A TloxamectT cyg 4a cipapa— 
IIponotea coagaT Ha CAaBy, 
Koctb mporpea, pasraaqvA UWIBBI, 
Hospi C HOF JO FOAOBLI— 

Wd caesav, Konya 3a6apy... 


A BHM3yY — HHO; yi0T, 

B aymesou u BaHHOU 
SaBepmiaeT TOAbI AOA 
banupiit Tpy4 *eAaHHlit. 


Tor yllapHAca, a TOT 
bopetca c ucromoit. 

Homep nepspiii cnuHy Tper 
Homepy BTopomy. 


ToT, MexaHHK H 3HaTOK, 

Y cBeTuyja XAonouer, 

TOT Makyiliky MbIAHT BIIPOK, 
ToT MO30AH MOUNT; 


ToT maaTouek HOCOBO:, 
Croi Tpodeit kapManuniii, 
MoeT MbIAbHOW BOZO, 
4japMosow 6aHHOH. 
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War’s a very different story, 
As the veriest fool could guess, 
If each bayonet has the backing 
Of three aeroplanes, no less. 


And the men are also different, 
And the scene is altered now. 
Guns and tanks galore — just try to 
Find the space for them somehow! 


Strength has given strength a lesson: 
Strength and strength are not the same. 
There is metal outlasts metal, 

There is flame more dread than flame. 


Now the Kremlin bells are chiming 
Judgement’s hour before Berlin... 


While the fated hour is coming, 

See our soldier, body shining, 

Warmed right through and smooth of skin, 
Brighter than a brand-new pin. 

Now he’s finished, down he’s climbing... 


And below, another joy— _ 
Choice of shower or bath-tub, 
And the naked soldiers all 
Give themselves a last rub. 


This one’s boiled alive; his mate 
Flops exhausted, drooping. 


Number One gives Number Two's 
Back a thorough rubbing. 


One, an expert, mends the light, 
Fiddling and panne. 

This one soaps his hair, that one 
Gives his corns a soaking. 


One is Jaundering in the suds, " 
Free of charge and gratis, 

Much prized booty seized in war— 
One small hankie, that is. 
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Hy, a Halll CAerkKa OCTBIA 

Vi — koneyy, Aexkanke. 

B malixe neny HapacTMa, 
O6pa6oraa pout u TEIA, 
He 3a6nia mpo daanru. 


BbIcTpO CAaAWA C OCTaAbHBIM, 
O6aaaca H BBIACS. 

Vs HeBOABHO BCACA 3a HHM 
Bce MoTOponmHAnce. 


He 3atTem, 4To6 OH CTOAA 
Baie B CMBICAe 4HHa, 
A 3aTeM, 4TO *%KH3HM Jaa 

Ha moaKe My2K4HHa. 


AwouT pycckHi 4eaoBeK 
II[pa3qHuk CHABI BCAKHH, 
Ortoro uw xaeje Bcex 
Ou 8 Tpyde H Apake. 


VB OpHBEraKe y Hero 
Vi34aBHa, u3Be4HO 

3a AMXOe yAaAbCTBO 
YpaxkaTb CepAeyHo. 


Vc moyTeHbeM BCE TAAAAT, 
Kak onatp 6e3 naHHKu 

He cnema Hagen coagat 
Hosnie NogwTaHHHKn. 


He cnema Hagea WTaHbl 

VM mourn 4TO HoBEIe, 

C Touku 3peHbsA CTapwIMHEt, 
Canorm Kup3oBble. 


B ruMuacTepky BAe3 COAAAaT, 

A Ha rHMHacTepke — 

Opgena, Megaau B pa4 
aPpKHM MAaMeHeM Fopat... 


— 3akynMA ux, 4TO AH, 6par, 
Pa30M B BOeHTOpre? 
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Well, our man’s cooled off down there; 
End of loafing’s pleasure, 

And the soap he doesn’t spare, 
Operates on front and rear, 

Flanks, too, for good measure. 


And the rest is quickly done — 
Rinse, then through the doorway. 
For some reason, all the rest 
Follow in a hurry. 


Not because our friend can boast 
Higher rank or station, 

But because his conduct’s been 
Quite an inspiration. 


Russians love a show of strength: 
Puts them on their mettle 

In the daily round of work, 

In the heat of battle. 


Ever since the days of old, 
Grit and resolution ~ 

Have inspired our people with 
Heartfelt admiration. 


With respect the watch our friend 
As, quite uncon ounded, 

He puts on a pair of drawers 
Clean and freshly laundered. 


Then he dons his trousers, then 
Pulls his boots on, dawdling. 


(Sergeant-Major calls them new, 
Though they're like tarpaulin.) 


Next he pulls his tunic on, 
And the tunic, dropping, 
Shines with medals, every one 
Flashing as if in the sun.... 
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“Army Store goods,” says someone. 
“You been round there shopping?” 
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TOT CTOuT BO BCel Kpace, 
3aHAT CaMOKpyTKOH. 

— 9ro uto! Eme ne sce,— 
MeruT WyTKOH B IIyTKy. 


— Aw6o-goporo. A rae x 

Te, MOA, OCTaAbHBIe?.. 

— Tae nocaeguuii cBoii py6ex 
ZlepxKuT HeMeL HBIHE. 


UV egpa mpocTuaca on, 

Kak 601 B BOCTopre 
Bcaeg B34OXHYAL: 

— Hy, caren! 

— Bce pasuo, yro Tepxun. 
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In his glory, there he stands;- 
Rolls a gasper, grinning. 
“Chicken feed!” he answers back. 
“That’s just the beginning!” 


“Fine and dandy! May we ask 
Where you'll get the others?” 
“Why, where erie lining u 
For his last stand, brothers!” 


Hardly has he said good-bye — 
Hear the buzz of oc 
“He’s a tough un, that!” they sigh. 
“Every inch a Tyorkin!” 


364 


OT ABTOPA 


«CBeTHT MeCAL, HOUb ACHa, 
UYapka BbIMMTa AO AHA...» 


Tepxuy, Tepkun, B caMoM gee, 
Yac HacTaa, BoHHe OT60;. 

VM xax 6ygro ycrapeau 

Toruac o6a mut c TObOH. 


Hi kak 6ygTo oraymeHHutit 

B HacTtynMBmei THIMIMHE, 
CMOAKHYA #, NeBel| CMyI\eHHEI, 
Ilerbh npuBEKmMii Ha BOtHe. 


B tom begun ocoboit HeTYy: 
Ilecusa, craao 6niTb, zometa. 
Ilecua HOBas HyKHa, 
Ajaiite cpox, TIpHAeT Ona. 


Al cKa3aTb XOTEA HHO, 

Mow autatreas, Apyr u 6par, 
Kak Bcerga, nepeg Tob6010 
A, AOAKHO ObITb, BUHOBAT. 
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FROM THE AUTHOR 


“Clear bright night, moon in the sky, 
And we’ve drained the goblet dry.” * 


Tyorkin, Tyorkin, well and truly 
as the war come to an end. 

You and-I all of a sudden 

Seem outdated now, my friend. 


Deafened by the eerie silence 
After what has been before, 
Silent am I too, a singer, 
Used to singing in the war. 


There’s no harm in that whatever. 
It may be my lay is over. 
. Now we need another song; 

Wait, and it will come along. 


But, dear reader, friend, and brother, 
I had something else to say, 
And, as usual, it may be I've 
Failed you in a kind of way. 


*An echo from Pushkin’s Songs of the Western Slavs.— Tr. 
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Boapure 6 Mor, 4a Os1Ao K crexy, 
Tem, 04Hako, AOpoxu, 

UTo, CAyqaAOCb, BPad JAA CMeXy, 
Hukorga He AraA AAA AKH. 


H, m0 cospecru, nopoiw 

CaM B340XHYA HE pa3, He ABa, 
Iloptopus caoza repos, 

To ecrp Tepkuna cAoBa: 


«A He TO ele CKa3aA 651,— 
IIpo ce6a no6epery. 

A He Tak ele cbirpaa 651,— 
*Kaab, YTO Aye HE MOTY>. 


Vsxora wupie Belu 

B rogbl Mupa y nesya 

Buriayt, Moxer 6bITb, NOxAenle 
OroH KHurH po boya,— 


Mue ona Bcex mpounx 6ore 
Alopora, pogua Jo caes, 

Kak TOT CBIH, 4TO poc HE B XOAe, 
A B roguny 6eg 4 rpos... 


C nepBpx Ave TOAMHbI TOpHKON, 
B TAKKHH 4ac 3EMAM_pOdAHOH, 

He wyta, Bacuanui Tepxun, 
TloapyxMAMCb MBI C TOOOK. 


AH 3a6bITb Toro HE Blipase, 
Uem TBoei O6a3aH CAaBe, 
Yem u rge momor Ts MHe, 
TloscrpeyaBuimcs ua Boilie. 


Ot Mocxspl, oT Craauurpaga 
Heu3MeHHo TH CO MHOM — 
Boab MOA, MOH oTpada, 
OtTgabix MoH uw NOogBUr Moi! 


OTH CTpoKH u cTpaHubl — 
flue HW BepcT ocobsiii cuer, 
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I'd — more, if time permitted; 
But at least due notice take: 

If I fibbed for fun, I never 
Merely hed for lying’s sake. 


There were moments when I sadly 
Heaved a sigh, or two, or three, 
Echoing words my hero uttered, 
Letting Tyorkin speak for me: 


“I would say a lot more, really, 
But I'll keep it hid from you. 

I would play much better, truly — 
It’s the best that I can do.” 


Though in times of peace, the poet 
May to other themes incline ~ 

More compelling and more trenchant 
Than this soldier’s tale of mine — 


Him I love above all others: 

He’s my dearest child, no less, 
Like a son reared not in comfort, 
But in times of storm and stress. 


From the first days of affliction 
In the homeland’s hour of grief, 
You and I, Vassili Tyorkin, 
Bosom friends became for life. 


I. would never dare forgo you, 
There is so much that I owe you, 
So much that I’m grateful for 
Since we first met in the war. 


Yes, from Stalingrad, from Moscow, 
With me all the way were you— 
All my joy, grief, consolation, 

And my de of derring-do! 


Words, lines, pages in due order 
Tell the story, day by day, 
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Kak OT 3alaqHOw rpaHHibl 

Zjo cBoeH pogsHOW CTOAMIIBI, 

Vi or Tow pogHow cCTOAMIbI 
Bcnatb Jo 3anagHOou rpaHuipl, 
A oT 3anaqgHouw rpaHulpl 
BnAOTb JO BpaKeCKON CTOAMUBI 
MbI cBOH Je€AaAuw MOxog. 


CMBIAM BeCHBI rOpbKMH MeneA 
Ouaros, ¥TO rpeau Hac. 

C xem # He ObIA, C KEM A HE MMA 
B nepBbli pa3, B MWOCAeAHUH pas... 


C keM A TOABKO He ObIA ApyKeH 
C neppok scrpeun 6AM3 OFHA. 
CKOAbDKHM AyllaM ObIA A HY KeH, 
be3 KOTOpbIX HeT ME€HA. 


CKOABKHX HX Ha CBETE HETY, 
Yro mpoyau Te6a, Most, 
Caosyo 6eqHo KHUre 9TOH 
MuHoro, MHOFO, MHOTO AeT. 


VM cka3aTb, NOMBICAMB 34paBo: 
Uro ei 6yayujan caaBa! 


Uro eH KpHTHK, yMHHK TOT, 
Yro untaet 6e3 yani6Ku, 
Viner, HeT Au rge ommm6Ku,— 
Tope, ecav He Haiiger. 


He 0 ToM c Hagex JOH cAazKon 

HA MeutTaa, Koraa ykpaqKon 

Ha BottHe, 104 KPOBAeH WaTKOH, 

Ilo goporam, rge TIPHILAOCB, 

be3, oTAY4KH OT KOAEC, 

B 40K Ab, YKPbIBLIHCh MAal-aAaTKon, 
Mab 3y6amu cHaB nepyaTKy 

Ha BeTpy, B \I0TOH MOpos3, 

SaHOCHA B CBOW TeTpaqKy 

Crpokn, *xHBIIMe Bpa36poc. 
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How from that far Western border 
Almost up to Moscow city, 

Then away from Moscow city 

Back towards the Western border 
And from that far Western border 
To the German capital city — 

You were with me all the way. 


Spring has washed away the ash of 

Fires that warmed us in the past. 

Many are those I stayed with, drank with, 
For the first time and the last. 


Many a soldier I befriended 
Round the fire in company. 
Many a soul was grateful to me 
Without them, where would I be? 


And so many read you, poet, 

Who aren’t with us any more, 

That this book might have been written 
Many, many years before. 


And, as common sense would claim, 
What care.I for future fame? 


Or the critic, captious one, 

He who reads it all unsmiling, 
Tries to find some fault or failing, 
And is sorry if there’s none. 


Not of glory was I dreaming 

If the honest truth be told, 

When, beneath some shattered, leaning 
Cabin roof, all gashed and holed, 

While the endless transports rolled— 

In my groundsheet, downpour streaming, 
Or, glove in my teeth, breath steaming, 
In the wind, in bitter cold, 

There I wrote, and let the teeming 
Substance of my tale unfold. 
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Al MeaTaa O CyiljeM 4yJe: 
Ur06 oT BBIZyMKH MoeH 
Ha Botive XHBYIIMM AIOJAM 
bstao, Mower ObITb, TemAeH, 


Yro6n pagocTbwo Hex JaHHOH 
Y 6Ooya corpeaacb rpyap, 

Kak oT TOH TapMOIKH ApaHoH, 
Yro cayautca rge-Hnbyap. 


Toaky HeT, 4TO, MOET CTaTCA, 
Y rapMOUIKH 3a AyWol 

Bech 3anac, uTo Ha ABa TaHYya,— 
PasBopoT 3aTo 6oAbmOn. 


Vi tetepb, KaK CMOAKAH IIYIIKH, 
IIpeqnoaoxuM Hayrag, 

Ilycrb nac rge-HubyAb B IMBHYLIKe 
BcnoMHuT mocae TpeTbel Kpy2KKH 
C pyKaBoM Nycrsim coagart; 


Ilycrb B Kakoli-Hu6yAb KaliTepKe 

Y KyXOHHOFO KpbIAbua 

CkaxyT B WyTKy: «Ou TH, Tepxuu! » — 
IIpo kakoro-tTo 6oia; 


Ilycrb o Tepxune nowrenunit 
CkaxkeT BaxkHO reHepaA,— 
OH-TO CKaxKeT HempeMeHHO,— 
UTO MeqaAb emMy Bpydaa; 


Ilycrb untaTeAb BepoaATHEI 
CkaxkeT C KHW2KKOIO B pyKe: 
— Bor cruxu, a Bce NOHATHO, 
Bce Ha pyCCKOM A3BIKe... 


A AoBoaen G6p1A 651, mpaso, 
U—ne ropapiii weaonex — 
Hu Ha 4b10 HHYyWO CAaBy 
He cMeHW TOrO BOBEK. 
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And I strove to work real wonders, 
Hoped my brainchild might bring more 
Cheer into the lives of people 

Fighting out this bitter war; 


That the soldier might be gladdened, 
As when he might chance to hear 
That old, battered, bruised accordion 
Which could turn up anywhere. 


If you stretch those wheezing bellows 
Out as far as they will go, 

You can store up wind in surplus 
For two dances in one blow. 


Now that all the guns are silent, 

Let us venture to believe 

That our names will be remembered 
In the tavern by some veteran 
Soldier with an empty sleeve. 


In the scullery or the pantry 
Or outside the kitchen door, 
Let them say of some bright soldier: 
“You're a Tyorkin, that’s for sure!” 


May the much-respected general 
Mention Tyorkin with an air. 
He'll be bound to tell you how he 
Decorated him scuienhere. 


And may anyone who’s read it, 

With this book of mine in hand 
Say: “It’s poetry, but it's Russian 
Anyone can understand.” 


That would make me truly happy. 
I’m not jealous of my name, 

But I’d not trade Tyorkin’s glory, 
Not for anybody’s fame. 
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IlopecTb MaMATHOH TOAMHHI, 
OTy KHury Ipo bora, 

AM Haqan C CepeqHHEI 

Vs 3axonuna 6e3 Kona. 


C MBICABIO, MO*KET, ACP3HOBEHHO! 
IlocsatuTp awOumellt Tpy4 
TlaBuimMM MaMATH CBALeEHHOH, 
Bcem Apy3baM Opi BOeHHO!, 
Bcem cepaijam, ueli Aopor cya. 


1941—1945 
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So my book about a ‘soldier, 
Tale. of stirring times I’ve penned, 
Starting somewhere in the middle, 
Leaving off before the end, 


To commemorate, however 

Bold the intention might appear, 
Those whose names al live forever, 
All whom wartime brought together, 
All whose verdict I hold dear. 


1941-1945 


ove 
AFTERWORD 


HOW VASSILI TYORKIN WAS WRITTEN” 


The first chapters of Vassili Tyorkin were published in 1942, although 
the hero’s name had become known through the Army press considerably 
_ earlier. But it was in 1942 that, as the author of “A Book About A Soldier’, 
I began receiving readers’ letters which, in addition to general criticisms of 
this work, contained comments, requests, and queries. These queries were 
many and varied, but can be reduced, in essence, to three: 

1. Did Vassili Tyorkin exist in real life, or was he invented? 

9. How was the book written? 

3. Why has there been no post-war sequel to Tyorkin? 

I shall begin at the beginning with the first question, which is the one 
most frequently asked about the principal character of any book. 

“Does Tyorkin exist in real life?”, “Is he a type, or a person actually 
known to you”, “Is he real?” —these are three random examples of the 
way this question was usually formulated. I began receiving such enquiries 
from readers almost as soon as “A Book About A Soldier” began appearing 
in the newspapers and magazines. Some letters evidently expected an ans- 
wer in the affirmative, but it was patently clear from others that the reader 
was in no doubt whatever about the existence of a “real” Tyorkin and that 
it was merely a question of “Is he in our division or some other one?” 
Instances of letters being addressed not to me, the author, but to V assili 
Tyorkin in person provide further evidence of the widespread notion that 
Tyorkin was a “real person”. 

In short, some readers were, and still are, under the impression that 
Tyorkin is, so to speak, a private individual, a soldier with that or some 
other name, registered under an Army unit and field post office number. 
Moreover, missives in prose and verse from readers indicate a wish for 
things to be that way, that is, for Tyorkin not to be a fictional character. 

However, I was, and still am, unable to satisfy these naive but much 
appreciated feelings on the part of the readers by stating (like certain other 
writers) that my hero is not invented but lives, or used to live, in 
such-and-such a place, and that I met him at such-and-such a time in 
such-and-such circumstances. 

No, Vassili Tyorkin, as he figures in the book, is an invention from start 
to finish, a product of the imagination, a creation of fantasy. And although 
I endowed him with characteristics which I had observed in many living 
people, not one of these latter can be called a prototype of Tyorkin. 


* Published in abridged form.— Ed. 
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The fact remains, however, that he was conceived and invented not just 

by myself alone, but by many people, including men of letters; but mainly 
‘by non-literary people and, to a considerable extent, by my correspondents. 

They took a very active part in the creation of Tyorkin, from the very first 
chapter of the book right up to the conclusion, and even now they continue 
developing his image in various forms and along various lines. 

This will become clearer as I go into the second question, which occurs 
even more frequently in my mail — “How was Tyorkin written? Where did 
the book come from?” 

“What did you use as material for it, and what served as your 
starting .point?”, 

“Surely the author himself was a Tyorkin?” 

Such enquiries come not just from ordinary readers, but from people 
specialising in literature: college students writing theses on Vassili Tyorkin, 
teachers, scholars, critics, librarians, lecturers, and so on. 

I shall attempt to describe how Tyorkin took shape. 

Vassili Tyorkin, as I have already mentioned, became known to the 
reader, principally the Army reader, from 1942 on. But “Vasya Tyorkin” 
was already a familiar name as early as 1939, at the commencement of the 
Finnish campaign. At that time, the Leningrad Military District newspaper, 
On Guard for the Homeland, was publishing contributions by a team of 
writers and poets: Tikhonov, Sayanov, Shcherbakov, Vashentsev, Solodar, 
and the author of these lines. 

In the course of discussions with the editorial staff about the tasks and 
nature of our work as writers for an Army newspaper, we decided that 
what was needed was to start something by way of a humorous section, or 
weekly skit, written by members of the team and featuring verses and 
illustrations. And so we writers attached to the editorial office of On Guard 
for the Homeland decided to find a character for a series of amusing cartoons 

- with rhyming captions. He had to be a cheerful, happy-go-lucky soldier, a 
kind of rough-hewn folk figure. We tried to think of a name for him. It had 
to be a telling one, with irreverent and satirical undertones. Someone 
suggested calling our hero Vasya Tyorkin *— Vasya, not Vassili. There 
were other suggestions: Vanya, Fedya, and so on; but Vasya won the day. 
And that is how the name was found. 

The job of writing an introduction to the proposed series of skits fell to 
me. I was to give a portrait of Tyorkin, even if only in the most general 
terms, and I had to set the tone and style of our forthcoming talks to the 
reader. Previously to this, On Guard for the Homeland had published a short 
poem of mine, “Bivouac”, written under the immediate impression of a 
visit to a certain division. 


* From the Russian verb teryet (literally —to rub); suggests someone-who has knocked about a 
bit.— Tr. 
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One stanza in the poem went as follows: 


He had genius, some old chap: 
Found a way of boiling 

Soup with never spill or slop 
While the kitchen’s rolling. 


As I had not had any experience of Army service at that time (apart 
from a short spell with the liberation campaign in Western Byelorussia), 
and as I had never written anything to do with Army life, this poem was my 
first step in tackling new subject matter. I was still very unsure of myself at 
this stage, clinging to my habitual rhythms and cadences. In my 
introduction to the collective Tyorkin, I returned to these earlier cadences 
which, as applied to the new material and the new task, seemed to me the 
most suitable. 

Here are a few stanzas from the “early” Tyorkin: 


Vasya Tyorkin? Who's he, pray? 
Not to be contrary, 

He’s a person, shall we say, 
Extraordinary. 


Not a prepossessing name, 
Doesn't ring too slickly; 
But he won a hero’s tame 
Altogether quickly. 


And moreover we should add, 
If you're curious, really, 

Why his comrades call the lad 
Vasya, not Vassili! 


Why, because he’s popular, 
Friendly as none other. 

Folk, no matter who they are, 
Love him like a brother. 


Over seven feet tall, well-knit, 
Of true giant stature, 

Well endowed with mother wit 
And a buoyant nature; 


And in battle, or elsewhere 

(It’s quite incidental), 

Vasya thinks a right pad square 
Meal is most essential. © 


But he’s not one to hold out 
When it comes to prowess, 
Pitching foes like sheaves about 
In the summer harvest. 
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Rather grim though he may look, 
This there’s no denying: 

He can’t live without a joke 

Or a witty saying. 


I should mention that when I became more involved with “Tyorkin” as 
he is today, I drastically altered his features, beginning with the most 
important one of all: 


Tyorkin? Who might he be, pray? 
No need to be chary: 

He’s a fellow, you might say, 
Rather ordinary... 


And this alone is enough-to account for the hero’s different names: 
Vasya in the former case, and Vassili Tyorkin in the latter. 

All the subsequent illustrated skits by our writers’ team bore uniform 
titles commencing with the words: “How Vasya Tyorkin...”. Here is an 
example of a complete skit, “How Vasya Tyorkin took a prisoner”: 


1. Fir trees thin and snowdrifts dense; 
Tyorkin’s on reconnaissance, 
Camouflaged from head to toe 
In a cloak as white as snow. 


2. Tyorkin listens, Tyorkin sees— 
: ite Finn coming up on skis, 
Never guessing, foolis chap, 
That he’s heading for a trap. 


3. Tyorkin works a simple ruse, 
Of his camouflage makes use; 
Burrows down and then lies low, 
Looking like a heap of snow. 


4. To the Finn it looks a fine 
Prospect for a “trampoline”. 
Down he swoops. He's nearly there — 


5. Hold it! ‘ep! No thoroughfare! 
That’s how Aone struck it lucky 
Using camouflage on reccy, 


6. And then, with no more ado, 
Marched his man to Staff HQ. 


After paying tribute to Vasya Tyorkin with one or two skits, most of his 
originators, according to inclination and Opportunity, took up other work 
for the paper: one did articles on military history, another — outlines and 
sketches about life’ at the front, yet another —verses, and so on. 
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Shcherbakov, a Red Army poet and a long-standing contributor to the 
paper, became the principal author of Tyorkin. 

Tyorkin was more of a success with the Red Army reader than all the rest 
of our articles, verses and sketches, although our attitude at the time to this 
success was rather superior and condescending. Quite justifiably, we didn’t 
regard it as literature. When the war was over in Finland, one of my fellow 
writers for the Army press asked me what I was working on now and, 
hearing that I was busy with Tyorkin, he wagged his finger admonishingly 
at me as if to say: you’re working on that now? A likely story! 

And yet “Tyorkin” was now all I could think of, work on, or worry 
about. “Tyorkin”, I thought, as I tackled the job afresh, should be 
promoted from the “Comic Corner”, the “Point Blank” column and so 


forth, in which he had hitherto been featured under this or that name, and 
should consume not just a small fraction of my energy in narrowly 


specialised “humorous” writing, but all my powers to the full. It’s hard to 
say precisely on what day and at what hour I made the decision to throw 
myself into the task with everything I had, but in the summer and autumn 
of 1940 I was already living and breathing this project, which now 
overshadowed all my previous intentions and plans. One thing is clear: my 
decision resulted from the vivid impressions left by the war which I had just 
been through and after which I simply couldn’t go back to my ordinary 
literary work. 

Tyorkin, as I planned it at the time, should combine simplicity and 
unpretentiousness of form—the direct functionalism of the skit Tyor- 
kin — with seriousness and perhaps even lyricism of content. 

The weakness of the old “Tyorkin”, as I now realise, was that he 
belonged to the tradition of an earlier time when poetry, as addressed to 
the masses, was deliberately simplified for a different cultural and political 
level of reader, and when this poetry was not the ultimate form of lyrical 
expression for its creators, who put their hopes of true achievement and 
“real” art in a temporarily postponed form of “real” creativeness. 

Things were different now. There was a new reading public — the 
children of those revolutionary fighters for whom Demyan Bedny and 
Vladimir Mayakovsky had written songs, chastushkas, and satirical coup- 
lets—and each and every one of them was literate, politically mature, 
familiar with many benefits of culture, and had grown up in Soviet times. 

My first concern was to digest my experiences during the recent war, 
which had been not just my first war, but my first truly intimate meeting 
with Army personnel. During the fighting, I came to realise profound- 
ly — felt to the core of my being, as the expression goes —that our Army 
was not a special world standing apart from the rest of our society, but 
simply those same Soviet men and women placed in the conditions of life in 
the Army and at the front. 
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I transferred my rough pencil jottings to a fair copybook, writing down 
some passages fresh from memory. In this material, which was new to me, 
everything was precious down to the smallest trifle—a visual impression, a 
turn of phrase, an aptly used word, a detail of everyday life at the front. 
But dearest of all to me were the people I had been fortunate enough to 
meet, get to know, and talk to on the Karelian Isthmus. Driver Volodya 
Artyukh, smith-artilleryman Grigori Pulkin, tank commander Vassili 
Arkhipov, airman Mikhail Trusov, Alexander Poskonkin of the Coastal 
Infantry, Army doctor Mark Rabinovich —all these and many others with 
whom I talked through the night in some dug-out or overcrowded house 
that had managed to remain standing in the front-line zone, were not just 
passing acquaintances whom I had encountered in the course of my 
professional duties as a journalist, although I saw most of them only once, 
and briefly at that. I had already written something about each of them—a 
profile or some verses — and the very work of doing this had made me sift 
through my fresh impressions, that is to say, “absorb” everything 
connected with these acquaintances of mine. 

As I developed my plan for Tyorkin, I went on thinking about them, 
clarifying for myself their essence as Tepresentatives of the first 
post-October generation. 

“It is not this war, whatever it may be like,” I wrote in my notebook, 
“that has made these people, but the greater thing that was before the war. 
The revolution, collectivisation, the whole way of life. And the war has been 
revealing these people’s qualities, has been bringing them out into the clear 
light of day. True, the war has done something too.” 

And again: 

“I feel that the Army is going to be as dear a theme to me as that of the 
_ reorganisation of life in the rural areas, and Army people are as dear to me 
as the people of the collective farms in the country; but then, in the main, 
they are the same people. 

“Task —to penetrate their inner spiritual world, to feel them as my own 
generation (a writer is the contemporary of any generation). They have 
been through childhood, adolescence and youth under the Soviet 
administration, in the factory schools, on the collective 
farms, in Soviet higher educational institutions. Their consciousness has 
formed under the impact of our literature too, amongst other things.” 

I was inspired by the spiritual beauty of these people, by their modesty, 
by their high political awareness, by their ready humour when the 
conversation dwelt on the very trying experiences which they had had to 
face on active service. And yet whatever I had written about them in verse 
or prose, I still felt that I hadn’t really got to the bottom of it all. Behind 
those iambics and trochaics of mine, behind the phraseological turns of the 
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newspaper profiles, the original, living idioms in the speech of smith Pulkin 
or airman Trusov, the jokes, the mannerisms, the idiosyncrasies of the 
other real-life characters—all had somehow failed to come off and were 
real only to me. 
I was already beginning to experiment with the verse, feeling my way 

owards beginnings, introductions, opening cadences: 

... In the war across that river, 

By the banks of the Syestra, 

Deep in snowdrifts, many a soldier 

Won a hero's Golden Star. 

There, unsung in poem or story, 

In the fir glades’ swampy hell, 

Many for their country’s go 

Bravely fought and nobly fell... 


This metre, four-foot trochaics, seemed more and more suitable for the 

poem. 
Generally: speaking, I think that metre should not be born of a wordless 
drone, like that of which Mayakovsky speaks, but of words themselves, of 
meaningful verbal combinations inherent in the living language. If these 
combinations happen to fit into the pattern of any of the so-called canonical 
metres, then they subordinate it to themselves, not vice versa, and take the 
form, not just of iambs or trochees (the count of stressed and unstressed 
syllabies is too conventional and abstract a measure), but of something 
entirely original —a new rhythm, as it were. 

The first line of “Crossing Over”, which became the leitmotif for the 
whole chapter, was made up of “crossing over” repeated in a tone of voice 
that seemed to presage everything implied in the words: 

Crossing over, crossing over... 

I spent so long reflecting on and visualising, in all its reality, the episode 
of a crossing which cost many ‘lives and enormous moral and physical 
effort, and which has probably impressed itself for all time on the 
memories of those who took part in it—I had so “lived” the experience, 
that I suddenly found myself uttering this exclamation which was also a 
sigh: . 

Crossing over, crossing over... 

And I “believed” in it. I felt that it could not be said in any other way, 
containing, as it did, all that it signified: battle, blood, losses, the deadly 
night cold, and the great courage of men going to their deaths for the 
Motherland. 

There is, of course, absolutely nothing original about this, and the 
repetition of a word in the opening lines has been, and still is, widely used 
in oral and written poetry. 

For me, however, it was a revelation. A line had come into being and I 
could no longer do. without it. I did not care whether it was in trochees or 
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not, because no such line had ever existed in trochees before; but it 
existed now and, moreover, it had set the tone and cadence of what was to 
follow. 

That is how I hit on the beginning for one of the chapters in Tyorkin. 

June 22nd, 1941, put an end to all my heart-searchings, doubts, and 
conjectures. They now belonged to the normal peace-time literary life 
which we had to abandon and shake off if we were to fulfil the tasks that 
now confronted each of us. So I put aside my notebooks, outlines, jottings, 
intentions, and plans. It never occurred to me at the time that this work of 
mine, interrupted by the outbreak of a major war, would be needed in 
wartime. 

In my capacity as special correspondent or, to be more precise, in my 
capacity as “writer” (there was such a staff appointment in the military 
press), I arrived at the South-Western Front, reported to the editorial 
office of the newspaper Red Army, and began doing the same kind of work 
as all writers at the front. ; 

I wrote sketches, verses, skits, slogans, leaflets, songs, articles, notes —in 
a word, everything. 

One of my comrades at the front presented me with a fat exercise-book. 
Although it was bound in black oilcloth, the paper was of inferior quality, 
rough in texture and with the consistency of blotting paper. I used it as an 
album in which I stuck or pinned my daily “output” as cuttings from the 
newspaper. In the atmosphere of life at the front, with its constant 
travelling and night bivouacs, in conditions when it was necessary to be 
prepared for marching orders at any time and to have one’s kit ready 
packed, this album, which I kept in my document case, was for me an 
all-purpose aid which performed the functions of briefcase, filing cabinet, 
desk drawers, and so forth. It helped me to preserve something that was 
very important at that time—a sense of continuity and orderliness, 
however relative, in my own “personal routine”. 

.. Before the spring of 1942, I arrived in Moscow and, looking through 
my notebooks, suddenly decided to revive Vassili Tyorkin. The introduction 
about water, food, jokes and the truth was written straight off. I soon 
finished “Bivouac”, “Crossing Over”, “Tyorkin Wounded”, and “On 
Military Decorations”, which I already had in draft form. “The Accordion” 
remained essentially the same as when it was first published. The chapter 
“Before Battle” was entirely new, based on impressions of the summer of 
1941 on the South-Western Front. 

I wasn’t long troubled with doubts and apprehensions concerning the 
indefiniteness of genre, the lack of an initial plan for the work as a whole, 
or by the weak story link-ups between chapters. Not a poem? Well, leave it 
that way, I decided. No single plot? Do without one, then: it’s not essential. 
No real beginning to the story? There isn’t time to invent one. No climax 
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and ending planned to round off the narrative? Let well alone, strike while 
the iron’s hot, and when the time comes, it'll sort itself out. Once I had 
made this decision, absolving myself of all inner sense of obligation to the 
conventions of form and summarily dismissing any possible criticism of my 
work by the literary world, I felt cheerful and happy. As if making fun of 
myself and my own scheme, I drafted out the lines telling how “this 
soldier’s book was penned—no beginning and no end”. And, indeed, 
there was “no time for spinning all this yarn from the beginning”: there 
was a war on, and I had no right to put off till tomorrow what must be said 
today, at once, without waiting for the time when it could all be treated 
consecutively right from the beginning. 


Why is it without an end? 
So that we can spare our friend. 

This explanation seemed understandable in wartime conditions, when 
the end of a story about a hero could mean only one thing — his death. But 
in letters from comrades who were not just members of the general public 
but who were analysing Tyorkin on a scientific basis, so to speak, there was 
some bewilderment over these lines: shouldn’t they be taken some other 
way? No, they should not! 

I won't say, however, that problems of form ceased to trouble me any 
more after I had plucked up the courage to write “without form”, “with no 
end and no beginning”. I was worried about form, only not the kind of 
form which is meant in relation to, say, the genre of a poem, but that which 
I needed and inevitably and gradually arrived at by trial and error in the 
process of working on that particular book. ; 

I made it my first principle of composition and style to aim at a certain 
completeness of each separate part, or chapter, and, within the chapter, 
each period and even each stanza. I had to bear in mind the reader who, 
although unfamiliar with the previous chapters, could find something 
complete and rounded off in the particular issue of the newspaper he had 
before him. Moreover, this reader might well be unable to wait until the 
next chapter: he was, like the hero, at the front. And it was this 
approximate completeness of each chapter with which I was primarily 
concerned. I held nothing back, saved nothing for some other occasion, 
endeavouring to say all I had to say in the latest—that is, the 
current— issue, to express my mood to the full, to convey each fresh 
impression, idea, motif, and image as it occurred. True, I did not arrive at 
this principle until a later stage, that is, after the first few successive 
chapters of Tyorkin had been published in a batch, and the rest were being 
printed one at a time as they were finished. I consider that my decision to 
publish the first chapters before I had finished the book was the right one 
and had much to do with determining the future of Tyorkin. The reader 
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had a hand in making the book what it was, and I shall have more to say 
about this later. 

The subtitle “A Book About A Soldier”, for which I finally settled, was 
not the result of an endeavour simply to avoid the term “poem”, “tale”, 
and the like. It coincided with the decision not to write a poem, or a tale, or 
a novel in verse—in other words, not to write something with its own 
sanctioned and more or less obligatory conventions of plot and composi- 
tion. No such conventions emerged with me, but something did emerge 
nevertheless, and this something I entitled “A Book About A Soldier”. I 
was much influenced in this choice of subtitle by the special sound of the 
word “book” as I heard it in childhood on the lips of the common people, 
and which seems to take it for granted that a book exists in one copy only. If 
the word ever got round amongst the peasants that there was such-and- 
such a book, and such-and-such things had been written in it, this in no way 
implied that there could be another book exactly like it. One way or the 
other, the word “book” in this popular sense has special overtones, 
implying something serious, authoritative and absolute. 

And if I ever thought, as I worked on it, that my book might be a 
success, I often imagined it published as a soft-cover edition, like the Army 
Regulations, with the soldier keeping it in his boot, his tunic, or his hat. As 
for its structure, I dreamed that the reader might open it at any page and 
start from there. 

After the chapters of the first part of Tyorkin began appearing in 
print, it became my all-absorbing and principal occupation at the 
front. 

No work of mine ever went less easily to start with or more easily 
afterwards than Vassili Tyorkin. True, 1 rewrote each chapter many times, 
checking it for sound, and spent much time labouring over a single line or 
stanza, : 2 

For example, I remember how the beginning of the chapter “Death and 
the Soldier” took shape, “modelled”, in the poetic sense of the word, on 
the lines of the old song about a soldier: 


Don’t you hover, old black raven, 
Wheeling low above my head. 
Here’s no carrion for the having; 
T am still alive, not dead... 


At first, I just jotted down lines of verse alternating with prose; it was 
important to “sketch out” the picture as a whole: 


Wounded lay a Russian soldier... 


Tyorkin lies bleeding on the snow. Death has settled by him and 
Says: 
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“You're good as dead.” 

“No, not yours yet,” Tyorkin said. 
“Living soldier I, not dead.” 

“Well, if you're not dead, 

Move your hand or move your head.” 
Whereon Tyorkin softly answered, 
“I’m just keeping quiet instead.” 


Then came the opening stanza: 


On a hillock on the moorland, 
Lost and feeling low, one day, 
Tyorkin, lonely and unheeded, 


In the snow abandoned lay. 


But there weren’t enough details to suggest a battlefield, and the 
resulting picture had too much of the conventional folk-song about it: “on 
the moorland...”—you expected to hear “’neath the willow” at any 
moment. But I needed the realities of the present war along with the 
cadences from the familiar song. Moreover, the second line was no use — it 
lacked simplicity. It smacked of literary conceit rather than lyrical verse. 
Then came the stanza: 


As the battle din receded 

Over the hills and far away, : 
Tyorkin, lonely and unheeded, 
In the snow abandoned lay. 


This was not very good, but it gave a quite definite feeling of time and 
place: the battle is already far away, the wounded soldier has been lying on 
the snow for some time, and he’s freezing to death. The next stanza 
naturally develops the first: 


Blood and snow to ice had hardened 
Underneath hime Stealthily, 

Death stopped over him and whispered: 
“Soldier, come along with me.” 


But this chapter as a whole came easily and quickly. I hit on the basic 
tone and composition straightway.* But goodness knows how many lines | 
wrote and rewrote time and time again, often rejecting them in the end, 
yet feeling just as happy as if 1 had written successful new ones. 


* The chapter “Death and the Soldier” , amongst other things, also be said to form a close 
link between Vassili Tyorkin and Tyorkin in the Underworld, which was to be published many years 
later. This chapter contains the external plot of my latest poem: Tyorkin, picked up half-dead on the 
battlefield, comes back to life from non-existence, from the “other world”, the description of 
which gives the theme of my “second Tyorkin” its special contemporary significance — 
Author’s note. 
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By this time, I was no longer at the South-Western, but at the Western 
(3rd Byelorussian) Front. The front-line troops were now stationed, 
roughly speaking, in the eastern part of the Smolensk Region. The 
movement of this front, which was soon to relieve Smolensk, was the 
inspiration behind certain lyrical motifs in the book. As a native of the 
Smolensk country and bound to it by many personal and biographical ties, 
I could not help but see my hero as a native of those parts. 

One more confession. About halfway through the book I was nearly 
seduced by the temptations of “plot interest”. I was even on the verge of 
getting my hero ready to cross the front line and operate behind the enemy 
lines in the Smolensk area. Such a turn of events would in many respects 
have seemed organic and natural, apparently giving me the chance to 
widen my hero’s activities, bring in new descriptive Passages, and so forth. 
The chapter “The General”, in the first published version, was given over 
to a scene in which Tyorkin says good-bye to his divisional commander 
before going behind the enemy lines. Other extracts also were published 
dealing with life in the enemy's rear. But I soon realised that this was 
reducing the book to a kind of personal history, diminishing it and 
depriving it of that front-line “universality” of content which I had 
originally set out to achieve and which had already made “Tyorkin” a 
nickname for soldiers of his type. I firmly rejected this course, cut out 
everything to do with the enemy rear, redrafted “The General”, and 
continued developing my hero’s story according to my original plan. 

Speaking of the work as a whole, I can only repeat what I have already 
said in print concerning “A Book About A Soldier”: 

“Whatever its purely literary significance may be, it was for me a true 
joy. It gave me a sense of the legitimacy of the artist’s place in the great 
struggle of the people, a feeling of the obvious usefulness of my labours, 
and a sence of total freedom in handling poetry and words in a naturally 
evolving and uninhibited narrative form. In the mutual relationship of 
writer and reader, Tyorkin was my poetry, my journalism, my song, my 
homily, my humour, my lore, my heart-to-heart talk, and my commentary 
on events. 

The front-line reader who, in the course of direct and indirect 
acquaintance through the pages of the press, had become for me my 
collaborator —to the extent of his involvement in my work—this reader 
for his part also looked on Tyorkin as our common task. 

“Dear Alexander (I don’t know your patronymic),” wrote Ivan 
Andreyey, a soldier, “if you are in need of material, I might be able to help. 
A year at the front and seven battles have taught me a thing or two and 
made something of an impression.” 

“While at the front, I heard a soldier tell a story about Vasya Tyorkin 
that I haven’t read in your poem,” reported K. V. Zorin from Vyshnii 
Volochok. “Would you be interested, perhaps?” 
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“Why has our Vassili Tyorkin gone and got himself wounded?” 
demanded D. Kaliberdy and others in a joint letter. “How did he end up in 
hospital? After all, he managed to shoot down a fascist plane without 
getting wounded. Has he landed up in hospital with a cold in the nose? 
That’s not like our Tyorkin. It’s bad, so don’t write about him like that. 
Tyorkin should always be with us up at the front line, like the cheerful, 
resourceful, bold and determined fellow he is.... With all best wishes! We 
look forward to Tyorkin getting out of hospital as soon as possible.” 

And many more letters like this in which the reader’s concern with the 
hero’s fate develops into an actual involvement in the business of writing 
about it.... 

In May 1945, “From the Author”, the concluding chapter of Tyorkin, 
was published. It evoked many reactions in verse and prose, and 
ninety-nine per cent of them boiled down to one thing: the readers wanted 
to see Tyorkin in peacetime working conditions. I still receive such letters, 
and they are sometimes addressed not to me, but to the editors of various 
publications or to the Writers’ Union—in other words, to organisations 
which, in the opinion of the letter-writers, can bring some kind of official 
influence to bear on me. 

V. Minerov of the Prechistoye District in the Smolensk Region, in a 
postscript to his verses “The Search for Tyorkin” addressed to an editorial 
office in Moscow, writes: “Do please excuse these rough and ready verses. 
I’m not a poet, but I was driven to it, just to get Tvardovsky working 
again.” : 

In requests and advice to write a sequel to Tyorkin, the hero’s activity in 
peacetime is usually determined by the type of occupation held by the 
letter-writer. Some would like Tyorkin to stay in the Army on extended 
service, teaching the younger generation of soldiers and setting them an 
example. Others want to see him inevitably back at the collective farm and 
working as chairman or foreman. A third group find that the best sequel to 
his story would be a job on one of the great postwar construction projects, 
such as the Volgo-Don Canal... 

The sheer variety of requests about the precise fate of the postwar 
Tyorkin could put me in an extremely difficult position. 

But this, of course, is not the real point. 

I have written, and still do write, to my correspondents to explain that 
Tyorkin was a book born of the specific and unique atmosphere of the 
war years and that, with its specific function no longer necessary, the 
book cannot be continued with different material that would require a 
different hero and different motifs. Let me quote from the concluding 
chapter: 

Now we need another song; 
Wait, and it will come along. 
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Vassili Tyorkin comes from the “element” of contemporary 
quasi-folklore represented by the newspaper and notice-board skit, the 
repertoire of the variety stage, the chastushka, the comic song, doggerel, and 
‘the like. It has now given birth to much similar material as used in the 
newspapers, special publications, variety, and every day speech. It is, in fact, 
returning to its origins. And in this sense, “A Book About A Soldier”, as I 
have already mentioned, is not so much my own work as the result of 
collective authorship. 

After Tyorkin the Army college trainee, we have Tyorkin the 
anti-aircraft gunner; Tyorkin demobilised and going to the Bratsk 
Hydroelectric Project; Tyorkin in the electric forge shop, Tyorkin on 
virgin soil, Tyorkin the civil policeman... He acquired “sons” and 
“nephews”. The years pass, and even our hero’s age, in conformity with 
the interests of the younger generation of readers, undergoes 
the appropriate “adjustment”. The collective “sequel” to Tyorkin 
can only please me and inspire a feeling of affinity with my numerous 
collaborators. ' 

As for my own share of the work, I consider that it is now finished. In 
no way am I upset about this, as the original author. On the contrary, I 
am very pleased. I had the good fortune in my time to work 
on the development of Tyorkin’s image, which has become, as the 
written and spoken reactions of the reading public confirm, fairly 
popular. 

But, of course, I feel very differently about one particular instance of a 
“sequel” to “A Book About A Soldier”, written out of motives profoundly 
alien to the image of Tyorkin and in a manner bearing not even the 
remotest resemblance to the universally accepted ideas of what constitutes 
the literary profession. 

I refer to the publication in New York of a book written by a certain 
S. Yurasov and entitled Vassili Tyorkin After the War, with the subsequent 

“qualification in brackets, “After A. Tvardovsky”. This “collaborator” is no 
naive beginner and his work is no guileless “effort of the pen”. He is 
credited on the jacket of this book with an autobiographical novel, An 
Enemy of the People, which tells the story of “Soviet Major Fyodor Panin who 
decided to break with Bolshevism and become an émigré”. 

Yurasov pretends that he has taken quite literally what I said in “A 
Reply to the Reader”, to the effect that “A Book About A Soldier” is, in a 
sense, not my own personal creation but the result of collective authorship. 
And this is what he writes: 

“Part of Vassili Tyorkin After the War is based on what I heard in the 
Army and in the Soviet Union. Some passages in this part coincide with 
individual passages in A. Tvardovsky’s book, but have an entirely different 
meaning. It would be hard to say which ones are imitations of the poet in 
anonymous Tyorkins and which belong to folklore and were used by A. 
Tvardovsky.” 
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“It may be said,” continues Yurasov, “that Vassili Tyorkin, as he lives 
and is being created to this day in the depths of the Army and the people, is 
a free popular work of creative art.” 

Having presented his case in this wise, Yurasov takes upon himself the 
right to full “licence” in handling the text of my Vassili Tyorkin. 

We open the book at page one: 


If the stream bears you along, 
Celebrate that stream in song.... 


From the first days of affliction, 
In the homeland’s hour of grief, 
You and I, Vassili Tyorkin, 
Bosom friends became for life. 


But I never had a notion 

Just how famous you'd become, 
Or how everyone would like you 
And you'd win the hearts of some. 

And so on, line after line, all correctly “after Tvardovsky”, except that, 
for instance, the line “From the first days of affliction” has been replaced 
with the clumsy-sounding “From wartime’s days of affliction”, and “But I 
never had a notion” with “But nobody had an inkling” and so on up to 
page three where, after my “Did his luck change after all?”, there is 
suddenly a stanza invented purely by Yurasov: 


Been sent off to prison, maybe; 
Tyorkins these days are oppressed. 
Yes, in Forty-Five, they say he 
Made a bid to reach the West. 


This scurrilous attempt by Yurasov to equate, even if hypothetically, a 
decent Soviet soldier and hero with his own contemptible history as 
defector and traitor to his homeland can naturally evoke nothing but a 
revulsion which makes it impossible to dwell on all the tricks used in this 
unscrupulous falsification. 

It’s crude stuff. What might be called the technical aspect of Tyorkin’s 
hand-to-hand combat with a German has been taken from the chapter 
entitled “The Duel”, and various lines and stanzas have been somehow 
transposed to present the incident as a hand-to-hand fight between 
Tyorkin and a policeman. Compared to this, the car-thieves’ practice of 
respraying a stolen vehicle and changing the number plates seems 
positively honourable. 

Yurasov “quotes” stanzas, periods and whole pages of mine; but 
nowhere does he use inverted commas, assuming that his additions and 
substitutions give him the right to make what use he likes, in pursuit of his 
anti-Soviet ends, of the well-known and oft reprinted text of the Soviet 
book. It is a telling fact that this man, who has gone over to the “service” of 
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the bourgeois world where the supreme deity is private property, should 
have openly flouted the principle of literary property which, in our socialist 
society, is actually protected by the law, being essentially an ethical concept. 

But none of this need surprise us when, as can be seen from the 
dust-jacket of S. Yurasov’s cheap plagiarism, the publishers of this 
anti-poetic mish-mash have no qualms about naming their firm in New 
York after one of the greatest and most noble of all Russian writers, Anton 
Chekhov. 
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